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A CONFIDENTIAL AGENT. 



CHAPTER XXXVI. 



TWO VIEWS. 



It was very seldom that Uncle Stephen's face, 
albeit far from a cynical one, wholly lost 
that expression of philosophical calm which 
old age and a long consciousness of the 
possession of superior intelligence combine 
to bestow. But, after perusing this strange 
bequest of Matthew Helston's, it exhibited 
every sign of perturbation and dismay. Stiff 
as he was in his limbs, he seemed unable to 
consider the matter sitting quietly in his 
armchair, but paced the room with unequal 
steps, muttering to himself disconsolately, 
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2 A CONFIDENTIAL AGENT. 

On hearing Mr. Barlow come into the hall, 
however, he moved quickly to the door, and 
beckoned him in. 

* Can you give me a few minutes quite 
alone ? ' he said. ' Something has occurred 
of moment, I think. Amy must not be 
present.' 

' Mary was at the door as I came up, so 
I did not ring the bell,' returned Mr. Barlow ; 
* the ladies do not know that I 'am in the 
house.' 

'That is well. Let us come down to 
the smoking-room, however, where we shall 
run no chance of being disturbed.' 

'What has happened now? ' inquired the 
lawyer, astonished at these unprecedented 
precautions. ' No new trouble, I do hope ? ' 

' Yes, a new one, or at least one that is 
new to usJ answered Mr. Durham sismifi- 
cantly. 'When poor Sabey was turning 
out her husband s desk this morning she 
found this letter addressed to me in his 
handwriting.' 

. ' " 7/* anyiliing should happen to me^' * 
continued Mr. Barlow, reading from the 
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envelope ; ' such a superscription is note- 
worthy indeed/ 

' You think it shows danger,' said Mr- 
Durham, unconsciously gnawing his beard, 

* or at least the knowledge that something 
was likely to happen? * 

' Undoubtedly,' said Mr. Barlow. 

'That did not strike me,' returned the 
old man. ' If you are right, it only makes 
things look more black. Bead it, read it/ . 

Mr. Barlow read the letter slowly and 
carefully, then stood with it in his hand, 
evidently in deep thought. 

* It has no date,' observed Mr. Durham ; 

* that seems to me against your argument of 
design.' 

' It is so,' admitted the lawyer. 

' Still, you think, perhaps, that conscious- 
ness of exposure to temptation, and of his 
own weakness, might have caused him to 
make preparations for the worst/ 

'Good heavens! Mr. Durham, do you 
suppose that Matthew was carrying on some 
secret intrigue ? ' 

B 2 
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* What other explanation can you put 
upon it ? The service he asks of me must, 
he says, be a secret one — I should not be 
now speaking of it to you, of course, Mr. 
Barlow, but for the sad circumstances in 
which we are placed — " secret even from my 
wife^ and indeed especially from her.'' What 
other meaning can such an expression wear 
save that I have put upon it ? Again, " / 
have only one other favour to ask of you : 
that^ for my sake, you will not seek to inquire 
into this woman's story.'* A phrase that 
seems to me even more pregnant than the 
other/ 

* Of course it is suspicious, Mr. Durham ; 
or rather, I grant the circumstances would 
be so in the case of most men. You are 
Helston's uncle, and should know him best.' 

' I do know him as far as one man may 
know his fellow ; and you surely don't sup- 
pose, sir, that I wish to be hard upon 
Matthew ? ' 

* Of course not, Mr. Durham. I think, 
however, your judgment is here at fault/ 
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* And, as you would add, on the 
side of harshness,' observed the old man 
bitterly. ' This is what comes of length of 
days.' 

To Mr. Barlow this was one of those 
observations of Mr. Durham's of which he 
was wont very frankly to aver that he could 
neither make head nor tail. The abstract — 
imless in the form of a legal document — 
was not at all in his line. It was on the 
concrete only — unlike the cab -horses — that 
he felt on firm ground. 

' You have never heard any mention of 
this Lucy Mortlock ? ' be said presently. 

* I ? ' exclaimed Mr. Durham with irrita- 
tion ; * how should I have heard ? Am I 
the sort of person — even if I were not his 
uncle — to whom Matthew would talk upon 
such a subject.^ He had probably never 
opened his lips about her to anyone.' 

*EealIy, Mr. Durham, you attribute to 
your nephew very bad behaviour, upon 
what, as it seems to me, are very insufiicient 
grounds. Matthew was reserved, no doubt, 
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but scarcely what I should call secretive : 
conceive the deep and continuous duplicity 
that such an intrigue would have demanded 
of him ? ' 

' I don't wish to conceive it, Mr. Barlow/ 
returned the old man with emotion. ' To 
dwell upon the matter at all is odious to me ; 
but I cannot shut my eyes to probabilities. 
If we were concerning ourselves with any- 
thing but a woman, I could go three miles 
for your one (or for any man's) on the road 
to show Matthew's innocence. But I capnot 
efface within me the experience of a life- 
time ; and it tells me that until a man is 
dead you can never be sure of his relations 
with the other sex. You will say, and with 
justice, that Matthew was the very last 
person to prove faithless to liis wife, to carry 
on a system of domestic hypocrisy, to spend 
any portion of his scanty earnings upon an 
unworthy object — but, unhappily, it is these 
" very last " men who are the first to do 
it. If it was so, poor fellow,' added Uncle 
Stephen musingly, ' there was reason enough 
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for his absence of mind and wandering 
thoughts.' 

' If, however, your suggestion of yester- 
day is to be accepted, Mr. Durham,' observed 
the lawyer, 'poor Matthew was scarcely 
responsible for his actions.' 

' Let us hope so ; let us hope so, Mr. 
Barlow. And yet, great Heaven, what an 
alternative to be grateful for ! ' 

' Well, for my part — and with all defe- 
rence to your greater experience of life,' 
said Mr. Barlow, after a long silence, * I see 
nothing in this letter which cannot be ex- 
plained — I do not say satisfactorily — ^but in 
a less painful way. Matthew Helston's heart 
was a very kind one ; and notwithstanding 
his habits of reserve, it was subject to 
impulse.' 

' That is to say,' remarked Mr. Durham, 
with a gesture of impatience, ' he was im- 
pressionable and affectionate ; of such ma- 
terials are formed the unwilling slaves of 
passion.' 

' But why should this not have been an 
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afiair of mere philanthropy? He has be- 
come acquainted, we know not how, with 
this girl, and pities her ; she is exposed to 
poverty and all its ills, and he would fain 
place her out of the reach of temptation. 
A quixotic act, you may say ' 

' I say an unjust one/ broke in Mr. 
Durham ; ' he dares not speak of it to his 
wife, and naturally shrinks from encroaching 
upon his narrow means for such a purpose ; 
but he asks another to be his almoner. It 
is an infatuation, of course, but one which 
stains his memory. Moreover, conceive the 
risk he ran in leaving such a letter where 
Sabey was sure to find it. What selfish- 
ness, what recklessness ! Oh, Matt ! how 
shameful ! ' 

The old man threw himself into a chair, 
and beat his hands together in a manner dis- 
tressing to behold. 

*Well, sir, there is one comfort,' said 
Mr. Barlow consolingly : ' Mrs. Helston did 
not open the letter, and need never now be 
cognisant of its contents. Except so far as 
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we are concerned, all tliis is as though it 
never had happened.' 

' Do you think matters are to end here, 
then ? ' inquired Mr. Durham. 

' Indeed I hope so. You will surely not 
seek out this person ? ' 

' Of course I shall. In any case, I must 
do that. You don't suppose I object to the 
money payment ? — and if your explanation 
of the matter is a correct one, it will, of 
course, be paid. But is it possible you do 
not see to what this disclosure points — ^what 
an explanation it may afford of Matthew's 
disappearance — and that of the diamonds too 
— and one more trouble, worse to that poor 
woman above-stairs than even the catastrophe 
itself?' 

' Upon my life, I don't . see it yet,' said 
Mr. Barlow, not without a touch of pique. 

' And he is a lawyer ! ' murmured Mr. 
Durham in what he intended to be a solilo- 
quy, but of which the other heard every 
word. ' I have always said that their know- 
ledge of human hfe is but parchment deep ! 
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— The unhappy conclusion borne in upon 
my mind, Mr. Barlow, is that this Lucy Mort- 
lock is at the bottom of the whole calamity.' 

' Do you mean by that that Matthew has 
run away with her ? ' 

' Heaven forgive me if I do him wrong,' 
answered Mr. Durham solemnly, ' but that is 
my belief.' 

' It is not mine,' said Mr. Barlow sturdily 

It w^as curious to note the different men- 
tal attitudes of these two men upon a subject 
on which their natural sympathies were 
almost identical. Indeed, Mr. Durham, who 
took the dark view of the probabilities of the 
case, was undoubtedly the one more favour- 
able to Matthew. A student of human 
nature (although one who had observed it 
mostly from without), he was driven to his 
conviction in spite of himself ; whereas Bar- 
low, who was not wont to be Matthew's 
apologist, now took his side. A type — 
though a good specimen of it — of conven- 
tional middle-class life, vice was compara- 
tively foreign to his experience, whereas 
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crime — that is, all the devices of self-aggran- 
disement — ^was familiar to him. He could 
have conceived Matthew absconding with the 
diamonds for their own sake much more 
easily than Mr. Durham could have done. 
But the introduction of a young person of 
the opposite sex into the problem of the 
missing man did not greatly influence his 
calculations. He was one of those ' eminently 
respectable' persons who hardly exist, and 
certainly do not * flourish,' except among the 
English middle classes, and in his heart of 
hearts would have deemed Matthew's in- 
fidelity to his wife less excusable than felony. 
If there was one class of his fellow- 
creatures whom Mr. Durham secretly de- 
spised more than another, it was that to 
which Mr. Barlow belonged. They seemed 
to him to be narrow, ignorant, and bigoted ; 
to have their minds fixed on sordid objects, 
and to pursue them in an uninteresting way. 
Yet, so far as his own conduct went, he 
might have been an elder of a chapel at 
Clapham ; and indeed he had been even less 
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susceptible as regards the fair sex than some 
Elders. 

There was, it is true, a rumour in certain 
scientific circles that Mr. Durham's admira- 
tion had once been excited, and very freely 
expressed, for a married woman — ^the wife of 
Professor Beeswing, the naturalist. But this 
was in reality quite a platonic affair. He 
had called on one occasion and found her 
sitting upon a lidless and empty box, from 
which she declined to move. ' I cannot rise,' 
she explained, ' because the Professor has 
placed me here for a scientific purpose. 
This box has been sent to him from Upper 
Egypt, full of the rarest insects, and some of 
them have got into the wood ; nothing but 
animal heat will get them out of it.' 

Mr. Durham was wont to discourse with 
rapture on this heroic woman, who had thus 
devoted as much time and attention as a hen 
gives to her eggs to the cause of science, and 
could no more be induced to desert her post 
than Casablanca. But, albeit often rallied 
upon the subject, no softer feeling than 
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admiration had in reality been aroused in 
his bosom. Though gentle and chivalrous 
in his behaviour to the fair sex, he had, in 
fact, even in his youth, had a wholesome fear 
of captivity at their hands ; their fascinations 
being comparatively unknown to him, were 
perhaps magnified in his eyes in consequence ; 
or it may be, like most men who Uve in 
books (since for the most part, only remark- 
able matters are recorded in them), he was 
always in expectation of the unexpected. 

' However much I may differ from you 
upon this matter, Mr. Barlow,' said Uncle 
Stephen very gently, *I am not, Heaven 
knows, arguing for victory ; on the contrary, 
it will give me great content if the event 
proves you to be in the right.' 

'No doubt, no doubt, Mr. Durham. I 
understand, then, that you mean to go to 
Bleak Street and seek out this — this young 
person ? ' 

' Most certainly I do, to-morrow evening. 
Unless, indeed, you prefer to take that re- 
sponsibility off my shoulders. You are a 
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man of business, and more accustomed to 
deal with practical matters ; and it may well 

be ' 

' Not at all, not at all,' interrupted Mr. 
Barlow with some precipitation. *Your 
knowledge of human nature especially fits 
you to unravel a skein so delicate and — oh, 
dear me ! — no, I had much rather leave the 
matter in your hands, Mr. Durham.' 



CHAPTEE XXXVII. 

TWO LANDLADIES. 

Bleak Street, 131ooinsbury, is not an attrac- 
tive spot, whether viewed from the side of 
the comfortable or of the picturesque. It is 
tolerably wide, but the houses are low and 
of mean exterior, and very dingy. At what 
periods the inhabitants covenant to paint 
their domiciles it is impossible to guess, but 
that some uniform date is assigned seems 
certain, since they are all in the same con- 
dition. As to cleaning within-doors, there 
is such an unanimity among all the tenants 
upon that score as is almost affecting : by 
tacit consent they appear to have agreed 
never to do it. The thoroughfare is so far 
aristocratic that, though it has a large sprink- 
ling of public-houses, it only possesses a few 
shops, which are all devoted to second-hand 
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furniture. And in these shops dwell the 
brokers whose office it is to put in execu- 
tions in the neighbourhood — which is a great 
convenience. The comparative breadth of 
the street, which is really not required for 
its very moderate traffic, is rather a tempta- 
tion to throw things into it which are else- 
where generally kept out of sight till the 
dustman calls for them. In summer this 
practice has its drawbacks, but in winter a 
layer of mud conceals all these objectionable 
objects; while a fall of snow will— for an 
hour or two — even lend them a touch of 
beauty. 

It was under the latter circumstances 
that Mr. Durham arrived in this locahty, on 
the morning after his conversation with Mr. 
Barlow. The sky was blue, the air was 
bright and keen, and a carpet of virgin 
whiteness was spread on the street as though 
for an angel's visit. He dismissed his cab 
at the corner, and walked to the number 
which he had in view, taking note of the 
character of the place as he did so. Poor 
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people must live somewhere, and where they 
live there will be the signs of poverty, but 
such appearances need not suggest disreputa- 
bihty. In Bleak Street, however, they did so. 
Though the morning was advanced, there 
were few people up and stirring, which is in 
itself a bad sign. The pavements, in fact, 
were deserted, except when the public- 
houses occurred, where there was a thick 
fringe of humanity of both sexes ; and 
even the shops had but just begun to open. 
No. 80 was neither better nor worse than its 
neighbour houses ; in common with the rest, 
its dingy blinds were drawn down, like a 
nightbird that closes its eyes to the sun ; 
and its bell-handle, broken by some impor- 
tunate and reckless hand, projected from the 
door. There was a knocker, however, 
grimed with the dirt of ages, to which Mr. 
Durham applied himself once, twice, and 
thrice. Even then he did not gain admit- 
tance, but a bolt was withdrawn and the 
door opened a^very httle way, rattling on 
its still restraining chain. The lined and 

VOL. III. c 
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shrivelled face of an old woman presented 
itself; her head was white as the blossom of 
the almond-tree, but if reverence was the 
accompaniment, as it should be, of her silver 
hair, it did not manifest itself in her manner. 

' What the deuce do you want ? ' she 
inquired in a harsh shrill voice. * Waking up 
honest people with your clatter at this time 
in the morning ! ' 

There were several points in this appeal 
to which the visitor might justly have taken 
exception. He had not made more noise 
than was necessary, and only through the 
legitimate channel, the knocker; it was 
eleven o'clock a.m. ; and the notion of the 
woman's being honest — to anyone who had 
caught sight of her face — was ridiculous. 
However, Mr. Durham only inquired very 
civilly, ' Does Lucy Mortlock lodge here ? ' 

* No, she don't,' answered the woman. 

Independently of the fact that she almost 
shut the door in his face as she spoke, there 
was a tone of irritation in her reply that did 
not escape the visitor. 
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* Can you tell me where she does lodge?* 

* No ; it's nothing to me.' Here she left 
but a mere cranny of space between them. 
Mr. Durham and herself might have been 
Pyramus and Thisbe for the opportunity 
afforded him for communication. 

* That's a pity,' he said quietly, ' because 
I've got some money for her.' 

* Money ! ' The yellow face gleamed as 
though it were itself a golden coin; the 
chain was rattled back as though fire was 
behind her ; and the door was thrown open 
with a promptness that to a classical mind 
suggested the story of Danae. 

* Harpax^ rapax^' murmured Mr. Durham, 
smiling upon the old woman nevertheless 
with much urbanity. As a matter of fact, 
she was not the least like a harpy, who is a 
full-bosomed creature with wings, but no 
doubt his quotation had reference to her 
moral qualities. However, she really had 
claws, and she worked them to and fro as she 
slowly repeated to herself the word that had 
been his * open sesame ' — * Money, money.' 

o2 
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' Yes, I have got some money for her,' 
he continued, * and would gladly pay a few 
shillings to know her whereabouts. She 
lodged here once, did she not ? ' 

' Yes, she lodged here.' It was curious 
to see the conflict of emotions (all bad ones) 
that contended in the woman's face. * Was 
this man,' it seemed to say, ' a friend of this 
girl or an enemy? If the former, it behoved 
her to speak civilly.' But the eyes above 
the working mouth flashed hate. 

' I have no interest in her one way or 
the other,' said Mr. Durham. ' I am here 
merely to discharge a duty.' 

' You're her father,' said the old woman 
shortly. 

* Not that I am aware of,' replied Mr. 
Durham drily; *if it were so, probably I 
should have heard of it before this. No.' 

*You must be a friend, then, a dear 
friend, if you wish to give her money.' 

^ Not at all ; I never saw her in my life ; 
and, if I may say so without discourtesy, I 
don't want to see her.' 
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* Then, I'll give her the money for you.' 

* Then she knows where she is/ thought 
Mr. Durham. Under less urgent circum- 
stances he would have contemplated the 
lady before him with much suspicion as the 
voluntary administrator of a trust fund, for 
she looked the very last person in the world 
to inspire confidence in that capacity. *You 
are most obliging,' he said ; * but I must see 
her myself.' 

' How much is it ? ' she inquired. 

' It is ten shiUings.' 

' Then, I don't know where she is.' 

Mr. Durham smiled; the little drama 
was inspiring him with a certain interest* 
He flattered himself that he could see into 
this woman's heart : which was impossible, 
because she had none. 

'It appears you are angry with her. 
Has she behaved badly to you ? ' 

' Badly ! ' The word perhaps had Uttle 
signification for her ; it might even have had 
a complimentary sense, had she but known 
it ; but she had no intention of being com- 
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plimentary. * I hate her/ she answered 
simply; 'she shall never get ten shillings 
through me.' 

* Suppose I give you five and her five ? ' 
suggested Mr. Durham, * That will be a 
pretty good commission for you.' 

* Too much, too much for lier^ muttered 
the old hag. *She ran away from me; I 
have not even got her clothes. She had 
good clothes.' 

* That seems hard,' answered Mr. Durham 
mechanically. For the moment, he had for- 
gotten the object of his mission. The indi- 
vidual of whom he was in search had almost 
vanished from his ken. He was thinking of 
the world in which this woman lived — a 
world outside the world. No doubt, in this 
miserable den every farthing was screwed 
out of the lodger ; it was very unlikely that 
her late tenant had cheated such a skinflint ; 
she had probably fled from her in fear rather 
than in debt. It was doubtless this woman's 
wont to take first what little money her 
victims might be possessed of, and then to 
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retain their clothes iu ransom for her rent. 
And she was enraged because the girl had 
escaped her clutches, with her little ward- 
robe. 

'Hard/ she repeated, in a low harsh 
voice like the suppressed snarl of a dog; 
' ay, it was very hard.' 

It was strange that she did not indulge 
in vituperation of her late lodger ; but, as 
Mr. Durham reflected, that might or might 
not be to that young lady's credit. K she 
had spoken out she might have had some- 
thing good to say of the girl, which to her 
eyes, so long blinded to the right, would 
have been the reverse of eulogy ; on the other 
hand, if she had been robbed — of which even 
robbers, in their own case, perceive the in- 
justice — she Wbuld certainly have said so. 

' Well, madam, I have made you a hand- 
some offer,' said Uncle Stephen ; ' if I increase 
it, it would be still more at this poor girl's 
expense. Would it be fair to give you 
seven-and-sixpence out of this half-sovereign ' 
— ^nd he produced the coin from his waist- 
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coat-pocket — * and only half- a- crown to her? 
What would she say to me — and of you ? ' 

*Ah, tell her ihat^' broke in the old 
woman vehemently ; * give me the three 
half-crowns, and tell her that, and you shall 
know where she hves. Only, you must 
make her understand that she would have 
had gold — gold — but for me. Everythmg 
will be pawned by this thne — her very shawl 
from her back — and it is bitter cold.' 

* It is not my money,' said Uncle Stephen, 
with a pretence of hesitation. ' I don't know 
what the gentleman will say.' 

* The gentleman ? What gentleman ? ' 
inquired the old woman sharply. * Not the 
man who would have married her if he 
could' — Uncle Stephen's heart sank within 
him— 'not Mr. Butt?' 

' Yes, Mr. Butt.' 

* Then, she has seen the last of hiin. He 
would never have sent her money — only 
half-a-sovereign, too — ^but that he has cut 
his cable and shpped away. And she was 
going to be so happy ever afterwards ! Oh, 
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this is blessed news ! ' And the old woman 
clapped her skinny hands together and 
looked up at the diist-grimed ceiling as 
though it had been the cerulean vault of 
Heaven. 

' Used he often — ^to come and see her ? * 
inquired Mr. Durham. 

' No, not often. " Business in the City," 
he said, prevented him. Business that was 
not over even in the evening. Ha, ha! 
And she believed that she had only to hold 
up her little finger to have him safe. Give 
me the money. She has gone to No. 50 in 
the square yonder ; this place was not nearly 
good enough for her ladyship, since she 
was so soon to become Mrs. Butt. Oh, rare 
good news! Let me go with you, that I 
may see her when she hears it.' 

This [^prospect was so alarming — espe- 
cially as she began to make her simple pre- 
parations for departure by tying her filthy 
cap-strings under her chin — ^that Unde 
Stephen fairly trembled. His mission was 
embarrassing enough in any case, but to per- 
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form it in company with this harridan he 
felt to be impossible. Luckily, a thought 
struck her. 

* No, I won't go,' she said abruptly. * If 
she saw me with you, she would guess that 
there was something wrong.' 

'Very likely,' observed Uncle Stephen 
with imconscious irony ; ' indeed, most likely. 
I had better go alone. No. 50 in Bleak 
Square, you said ? ' 

'That's it; that's where you are to 
leave her her last half-crown.' 

The sources of happiness are very di- 
verse ; but it was really astonisHng to see 
the satisfaction that the contemplation of 
the disappointment about to befall a fellow- 
creature afforded this aged crone. The last 
Mr. Durham saw of her was in the act of 
performing a sort of fandango — a Spanish 
dance illustrative of the happiness of two 
young hearts — on her own doorstep. 

' I hope the landlady of No. 50 will not 
be like that,' sighed Mr. Durham, as he went 
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his way, wiping his brow as though it had 
been midsummer. 

Bleak Square, although by no means a 
fashionable locality, was much more superior 
to the street of the same name than squares 
m general are to streets. The houses, though 
dingy and dull-looking, were of good size, 
and looked out on a plot of grass the object 
of which, though by no means carried out, 
was the semblance of a garden. In the 
midst of it stood a statue, the name of which 
was imknown, but which, from the circum- 
stance of its having one arm broken off, was 
erroneously supposed to be Lord Nelson, 
Mr. Durham's knock at No. 50 was answered 
without the precautions used in Bleak Street, 
yet, as in that case, by the landlady her- 
self, a buxom, pleasant-looking widow, who 
smiled as buxom widows who let lodgings 
always do smile upon old gentlemen presu- 
mably in search of them. 

* Does Lucy Mortlock live here ? ' 

The smile faded from the woman's hps 
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and was replaced by a look of genuine in- 
terest. 

* She did, sir, up to a week ago.' 

* Where has she gone ? ' 

' Well, sir, I do not exactly know, but I 
believe they went to Paris.' 

* They ? Who do you mean by they ? ' 
There was a look of dismay and appre- 
hension in Uncle Stephen's face which at 
once reflected itself in that of the land- 
lady. 

*Well, with her husband, sir; I hope 
you don't know anything to the contrary.' 

* What do you mean by " to the con- 
trary"?' 

* Oh, nothing, sir, I'm sure. I have not 
a word to say against her to any friend of 
the young lady's ; quite the reverse, so far 
as I know. But it has been always on my 
mind that there might be something amiss 
with— Mr. Butt.' 

^Why?' 

*Well, I can't exactly say. It was a 
long engagement, as I imderstand, which is 
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always so far satisfactory ; and yet — ^perhaps 
yon will step inside, sir. This was her 
sitting-room. She was not with me many 
days, but a more quiet, well-behaved young 
person I never had to do with/ 

Mr. Durham had his questions to ask, of 
course ; but his curiosity was tame indeed 
beside that expressed in the countenance of 
his companion. It seemed as though it was 
he who was there to impart information, and 
she to seek it. 

* Of course I only speak as I find,* she 
went on. ' I know nothing of her belong- 
ings, though I have every cause to believe * 
— and here she looked at Mr. Durham in a 
very complimentary way — * that they are 
most respectable. She brought no reference 
with her, by reason of her having to move 
suddenly from her last lodgings — the woman, 
it appears, took advantage of her friendless 
condition to treat her very cruelly. The 
poor young lady had very little money, and, 
between ourselves, I sometimes fancied it 
was that which drove her to take up with 
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Mr. Butt* But doubtless you know the gen- 
tleman, and I may be quite mistaken/ 

* I am not sure whether I know him or 
not. What sort of man was he ? ' 

' Well, sir, I never saw him more than a 
minute or two together, and that only on 
two occasions. He was not as tall as your- 
self by many mches, I should say : rather a 
heavy-built man, with short brown hair. 
His manner was peculiar ; it may have been 
my fancy, but he always seemed to me to be 
desirous of concealment.' 

Mr. Durham could hardly repress a 
groan ; the description, though vague, tallied 
with his nephew's appearance ; and those last 
words seemed to corroborate his worst fears. 

' Do you know, sir/ continued the land- 
lady confidentially, * I have even sometimes 
thought that Butt might not have been his 
real name?' 

' Why so ? ' inquired Mr. Durham. 

* Because once when I addressed him by 
that name he seemed to take no notice. Yet 
Miss Mortlock always called him Mr. Butt/ 
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The last thing Uncle Stephen had had in 
his mind before leaving home had been to 
possess himself of Matthew's portrait, which 
he knew Sabey possessed ; but, as we know, 
Mr. Signet had removed it for his own pur- 
poses, and it had not yet been returned. In 
his heart of hearts he now felt relieved that 
he had not got it with him. It would have 
cleared up his doubts, of course ; but also, 
perhaps, extinguished his last hope. 

* You say that Mr, Butt and this young 
woman were married ? ' 

' He took her away with him from this 
house, as I believe, to the registrar's office. 
I don't hold with marriages, myself, as is 
done out of church, but they are none the 
less binding, they tell me. That Mr. Butt 
was fond of her in his way, I don't doubt, 
and let us only hope it will last. Howso* 
ever, I never saw a man on his wedding-day 
look so much as though he had something 
— quite different from a bride and a trip to 
Paris — upon his mind. Our Sally, who is a 
blunt one, but sharp too — said he looked for 
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all the world like some one as knew the 
poUce were after him/ 

' And on what day did this happen ? * 

' On Saturday morning ; the last Satur- 
day as ever was/ 

This was Saturday the 12 th of December ; 
the morning on which Matthew Helston had 
disappeared. 

Uncle Stephen answered nothing, but 
looked round him in a helpless manner. His 
intelligence was as keen as ever, but in old 
age a mental shock causes the energies to 
flag instead of stimulating them. The vital 
power which prompts one to retiun blow for 
blow with Fate is wanting. 

'That's her photo you're a-looking at,' 
continued the landlady, mistaking the cause 
of his silence, and perceiving his listless gaze 
had fixed itself upon a photograph-case upon 
the table. ' She gave it me— poor dear, it 
was the only thing she had to give — the day 
before she went away. It's as like as hke — 
only, it took her at her best and brightest. 
I've seen her very woful and cast-down. 
Even then she was pretty, but not hke this/ 
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Slie placed the portrait in the old man s 
trembling hand. It was, as she said, a 
pretty face, but one could easily imagine 
that the smile upon it had been a forced 
one; the eyes were too soft not to have 
been acquainted with tears, and yet they 
were not all softness. The general im- 
pression of the features was not so attractive 
after the first glance. 

' To think,' muttered Uncle Stephen to 
himself, ' that a face like this should have 
stolen Matthew Helston's heart from Sabey's 
keeping ! ' Then he added aloud, ' Might I 
be permitted to purchase this picture ? ' 

'Nay, sir, you must not ask that,' 
answered the landlady quickly. ' I should 
be sorry to part with it — and still more for 
money. But if it will not be used to her 
disadvantage in any way — ^you must promise 
me that ' 

' To her disadvantage ? ' 

'Well, sir, I may be mistaken, but it 
strikes me that you look upon the young 
woman with some disfavour ; your interest 
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in her, I conclude, is upon her husbands 
account, and not on her own.' 

Mr. Durham inclined his head. 

' I thought so. Well, I have known 
mischief made before now between newly- 
married couples by their relatives ; things 
have been cast up by them against one or 
the other — generally the bride. Her life 
before marriage has been put under the 
microscope like ; her photograph is handed 
about, till it sometimes gets into the Divorce 
Court to be a witness against her.' 

'And you think it might be so in this 
case ? ' observed Mr. Durham significantly. 

' I don't say that,' answered the widow, 
' but I know that the path of life for young 
women who are poor is set with snares, and 
that beauty is often a curse to them instead 
of a blessing. And when such a girl — with 
a good heart, mind you, and a tender one 
too, though maybe she may have a temper 
of her own — gets respectably married, I for 
one don't hold with the pack as is always 
hunting with their noses to the ground for 
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every bit of dirt, and giving tongue when 
they have found it, in hopes to tear her 
reputation to pieces. I speak warmly, sir,' 
added the good lady apologetically, wiping 
her ample face with her pocket-handkerchief, 
* because I feel wai^mly.' 

' And your feelings do you honour,' said 
Uncle Stephen simply. ' Heaven forbid that 
I should seek to harm this young woman. I 
come here with no such intention, but in 
order to do her a material benefit, which 
can only be effected by finding out where 
she is to be found. This photograph may 
help me if you will let me have the loan of it. 

To this the landlady readily agreed ; and 
putting the portrait in his pocket, Uncle 
Stephen shook her very cordially by the 
hand and took his leave. 

His intention was to have the picture 
copied, and a search secretly made for the 
original ; for wherever Lucy Mortlock was 
to be found he had now the strongest con- 
viction that Matthew Helston would not be 
far off. 
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CHAPTEE XXXVni. 

D£S£BT£RS. 

The ordinary proceedings of Uncle Stephen, 
though it is true he did not often stir abroad, 
were too erratic to cause inquiry as to his 
absence from home ; and moreover the only 
person who would have been privileged to 
ask questions — and had, indeed, occasionally 
done so in her artless way — was much too 
absorbed in her own sad thoughts to do so 
now. But nevertheless Mr. Durham was on 
thorns throughout the day lest some allusion 
should be made to his visit that morning 
to Bloomsbury. He fancied that he read 
suspicion in Amy's eyes, although at most 
she could only guess, of com'se, that he had 
been engaged on some expedition concern- 
ing Matthew ; and he felt — what that gentle- 
man's societv had never before arordcd him 
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— a great relief and satisfaction when the 
hour came round for Mr. Frank Barlow's 
return from business. No practical help, 
indeed, was likely to come from him — nor, 
indeed, from any quarter — but in communi- 
cating what had happened to him he felt 
that the burden on his own shoulders, which 
was becoming intolerable, would at least be 
lightened by being shared. 

Until after dinner, however, nothing could 
be said, on account of Amy's presence, who 
seemed more depressed about her sister's 
condition than usual. 

'It is not only that she cannot sleep,' 
she said, 'but her restlessness and anxiety 
during the daytime has become more acute. 
She is very still ; but walks about her room 
continually, except when she is writing at 
her desk.' 

' What does she write ? ' inquired Mr. 
Barlow. 

' Tliat she will not tell me. When I am 

with her she does not do it ; she shuts her 
desk and locks it (as though, poor darling. 
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she feared even I should pry into her secret), 
and sometimes I have seen quite a heap of 
notepaper torn up to shreds and lying at 
her feet.' 

' It is a serious sign/ mused Uncle 
Stephen. 

'I fear so. Oh, Mr. Durham, I some- 
times tremble for my sweet sister's reason.' 

' Hush, hush, let us not anticipate. Amy. 
Evil enough, God knows, has already be- 
fallen her.' 

' Yes, He knows it ; that is my only 
comfort. He will surely find a way for her 
to escape that worst of calamities. I could 
almost wish — dearly as I love, deeply as I 
revere him — that Matthew's death and inno- 
cence could be estabhshed together. This 
suspense is becoming beyond her power to 
bear. If his fate could be put beyond a 
doubt, and his calumniators to shame, that 
would be almost better.' 

' It would be much better,' assented 
Uncle Stephen, with a sigh that was almost 
a groan. 
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' They say " time cures all," ' continued 
Amy, ' but can it cure this ? I try to look 
forward to some future when this calamity 
shall seem even to her to be overpast; it 
will leave its shadow, of course, for many a 
year; but, with her child to love and live 

for No, I cannot realise it,' she added, 

with a little sob. ' Oh, my poor Sabey ! ' 

' My dear Amy,' said Frank gently, ' it 
will be realised ; the day of comfort for us 
all seems far off at present, but it will surely 
come. life will have new conditions for 
Sabey, and, as you say, very hard ones ; but 
we shall have your sister mth us, and in the 
end like her old self.' 

He put his hand on hers, the open palm 
of which she had placed forlornly on the 
table ; but it did not return his pressure. 

' No, Frank, not like herself.' 

To Uncle Stephen, who was watching 
these two young people attentively, the con- 
trast in their manner of speech was signiiS- 
cant. Mr. Barlow, of course, was wrapped 
up in liis promised bride: 'we shall have 
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your sister with us ; ' whereas Amy did not 
appear to contemplate the future as regarded 
herself at all. For the present, at least, it 
was evident she entertained no dreams of 
wedded bliss. Her hfe, like his, was wrapped 
up in another's— but that other was not her 
lover. Mr. Durham knew the passionate 
devotion which Amy entertained for her 
sister, and how capable she was of self-sacri- 
fice ; and he felt that if his fears, founded on 
what he had heard that morning, should be 
confirmed, the effect of the calamity that 
had befallen their little household might 
extend beyond it. 

* If only that sting of the world's false 
judgment could be taken away,' continued 
Amy meditatively, ' I should have hopes for 
her.' 

' But, my dear Amy,' urged Mr. Barlow, 
'I thought we had agreed that that very 
sting, in rousing her to resentment, had in 
some measure mitigated her despondency, 
and so far was therefore not to be deplored.' 

' It gave her a fictitious strength, Frank,' 
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she answered sorrowfully, * but in producing 
her present excitement and disquiet, has, I 
fear, disclosed a new danger. It is a sad 
lot to have but one hope in the world — that 
the memory of him we have lost should be 
rescued from execration.' 

'Nevertheless, darling, when that has 
been fulfilled there will be other hopes.' 

' It is possible,' answered Amy, rising 
from her seat to go upstairs. ' When one 
sees what has happened here — to the noblest 
— to the gentlest — everything seems possible 
in the way of evil. And it may be so in the 
way of good.' 

* When things are at their worst, as they 
are with Sabey, they must surely mend» my 
dear.' 

She only answered with a sigh and left 
the room. 

The two men looked at one another sig- 
nificantly. 

* I nevei" saw dear Amy like that before,' 
said Mr. Barlow. 

* Have you never known what it is to lose 
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fEuth in good?' inquired TJnde Stephen 
abruptly. 

' Well, really, I don't quite understand 
the phrase. No night is so dark but it pre- 
cedes the dawn. There is shadow as well as 
sunshine in the world, of course. If one 
read one's Bible ' 

' You will see if you read that,' inter- 
rupted Uncle Stephen, ' that there is a time 
when the clouds instead of the sunshine re- 
turn after the rain. I have reached that 
time in the ordinary course. These poor 
girls have arrived there prematurely — God 
help them ! ' 

' Still, as I have said, when things are at 
their worst they must needs mend.' 

' But, what is their worst ? It has not 
been reached in this case. I have been to 
Bleak Street.' 

' Great Heavens ! Have you heard news 
of Helston ? ' 

'You used to call him Matthew,' ob- 
served Uncle Stephen. 

' Of course — did I say Helston ? ' 
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' You did, because you read in my face 
that he had gone off with Lucy Mortlock.' 

' And with the diamonds ? ' gasped Mr. 
Barlow. 

* The one fact— if it be a fact — ^I con- 
chide, involves the other.' 

'But, is it a fact? It appears to me 
incredible.' 

' Then, how must it appear to me?^ re- 
turned Uncle Stephen bitterly. ' You shall 
judge, however, for yourself.' 

Then he told him all that had happened 
on his expedition that morning, even to the 
very words used by the two landladies, of 
which he had taken note. In this respect 
the identification of the man Butt with 
Matthew seemed to be complete. The per- 
sonal description of him — ^middle- or even 
under-sized — ' not so tall as yourself ' (Mr. 
Durham) ' by many inches,' rather ' heavy- 
built, with short brown hair,' and especially 
with a manner suggestive of concealment- 
tallied with him as much as description could 
do. But the other circumstances were still 
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more conclusive. The first woman had said 
that the man only called in the daytime ; pro- 
bably between one and two, when Matthew 
was supposed to leave Paulet Street for his 
dinner. Then, again, there was the date; 
on the very morning of that fatal Saturday 
he had called for the girl with the intention, 
as she believed, or pretended to believe, of 
marrying her. 'And he looked,' as the 
lodging-housemaid had observed, * like one 
as knows the police is after him.' 

' These things are terrible,' said Mr. Bar- 
low after a long silence, ' but still they may 
be mere coincidences. Circumstantial evi- 
dence is at once the strongest and weakest 
of proofs. You saw with your own eyes and 
heard with your own ears, and are therefore 

the better judge; still By-the-bye, you 

went to the registrar's office, of course ? ' 

' No ; the woman did not indicate it ; 
they had only told her, it seems, that it was 
in the neighbourhood.' 

'Well, it does not much matter.' 

'You mean that a fraudulent marriage 
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would only add another crime to — ^give me 
a glass of wine, Barlow — ^well, we must go 
through with this ; though, since my help is 
useless, I would that I had been in my grave 
first. Where this woman is, there is this 
man, of course; and I forgot to say that 
I obtained her photograph. Here it is.* 
And he threw it across the table to his 
companion. 

Mr. Barlow took it up as though it had 
been a dead adder, and opened it, holding it 
a long way off. 

' To think,' said Uncle Stephen, ' that 
that was Sabey's rival ! ' 

' It is a pretty face,' said Mr. Barlow, a 
httle mollified by the inspection. 

' True,' repUed the other bitterly ; ' I had 
forgotten you were a young man. For a 
pretty face empires have been lost, and much 
more than empires — ^friendship and love and 
honour. Why should we wonder ? ' 

' I wonder still,' said Mr. Barlow gravely. 

' But, do you still beheve Matthew inno- 
cent?' 
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' I think it still possible it may be sex. 
Yes, I do.' 

* Mr. Barlow/ exclaimed Uncle Stephen 
with emotion, * you are a good fellow ; you 
have a soimd heart. I have misjudged you. 
You are worthy of the girl of your choice. 

She is ' Here the door opened and 

Amy entered. 

She saw that something had occurred to 
move them both, and looked from one to 
the other inquiringly. As they did not 
speak, however, 'I am come for a glass of 
wine for Sabey,' she said; and her eye, 
glancing to the table, fell on the open photo- 
graph. 

' Where did you find this ? ' cried she 
excitedly. 'It belongs to Xatthew, of 
course ? ' 

Uncle Stephen nodded assent. It did, 
alas ! belong to him in a sense ; and in thus 
answering her own question she had relieved 
them from a great embarrassment. 

* For Heaven's sake,' she continued, ' do 
not let Sabey see it.' 



DESERTERS. 47 

* Why not ? ' inquired Uncle Stephen. 

* Because just now it would give her 
pain. That is the portrait of one to whom 
—years ago— poor Matthew was much 
attached. It was a boyish love, and, as I 
have heard, sadly misplaced.' 

* Did you know her ? ' 

' Yes ; she was the miller's daughter at 
Latbury. It is a sad story, but Matthew 
was in no way to blame.' 

*I will take charge of this,' said Mr. 
Barlow, putting the portrait into his pocket. 
* It will be better under the circumstances 
to keep it out of the house.' 

* As you say, Frank, under the circum- 
stances, perhaps it will,' said Amy. * The 
matter, however, you should understand, 
was never kept secret from dear Sabey. 
Matthew was incapable of concealment even 
if anything had been to his discredit in the 
affair, which was not the case.' 

She took up the glass of wine which 
Mr. Barlow had poured out, and left the 
room with a somewhat firmer step than 
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usual. Thougli not a word had been spoken 
against Matthew by either of her auditors, 
her tone had been firm too. Perhaps be- 
cause they were men she suspected them of 
suspecting ill of him in such a matter. 

As the door closed behind her, Uncle 
Stephen and Mr. Barlow exchanged a look 
of terrible significance. 

* There, then, is the key of it all,' said 
the former despairingly. ' The theory of 
mere coincidence is no longer tenable. If 
Lucy Mortlock is Phoebe Mayson, as she 
undoubtedly is, our last hope is gone. Is it 
not so ? ' 

Mr. Barlow bowed his head in melan- 
choly assent. Another of Matthew Helston's 
allies had deserted his cause. There was no 
one now who believed in his integrity save 
two helpless women. 
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CHAPTEE XXXIX. 

HER LADYSHIP AND SABEY. 

* Amy, dear/ said Sabey upon the morning 
after Uncle Stephen's visit to Bloomsbury, 

* Lady Pargiter is coming here this morning/ 

'Lady Pargiter? And coming here?' 
reiterated Amy in a tone that had at least as 
much disgust as surprise in it. 

' Yes ; I have written to her about 
Matthew. As to the wicked thoughts of 
others — what the world at large, I mean, 
may choose to believe of my poor husband 
— ^that is a matter for their own consciences. 
The uncharitable and the merciless, God will 
judge. But this woman has been robbed by 
some one. 

' Mr. Signet does not think so,' observed 
Amy. 

' Well, he says he does not ; and perhaps 
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he does not. But Uncle Stephen and Frank 
think him quite mistaken ; and indeed so do 
we. It is impossible that any woman can 
be so abandoned — so heartless — as not only 
to have stolen those diamonds, but to suffer 
the blame to be laid on mnocent shoulders. 
She lays the blame on shoulders which she 
honestly believes to be guilty — and that is 
what I cannot bear. If she saw me, if she 
heard me — a wife speaking for her lost 
husband — she would be convinced that he 
was not to blame.' 

Amy shook her head. * No, Sabey, it 
is just because you are Matthew's wife that 
she would not believe you. What did you 
write to her P ' 

' I wrote to her as one woman to another, 
as one wife to another ; I besought her, for 
God's sake and charity's, not to wrong 
Matthew's memory by her unjust suspicions. 
I said that I knew what was said against her 
by some persons, but that I for one did not 
believe her guilty.' 

* You said that ? * exclaimed Amy. 
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* Yes ; why not ? If she is tempted to 
believe ill of others, am not I also tempted? 
Are her lost diamonds dearer to her than 
my lost Matthew is to me ? ' 

* It is not that, Sabey ; but I was think- 
ing that your expressing confidence in her 
innocence might be of disadvantage to our 
friends — ^for has not Mr. Signet proved him- 
self our friend ? ' 

' Yes, I feel that. But I cannot see how 
my letter can interfere with any proceedings 
of Mr. Signet; nay, if I convince Lady 
Pargiter of the truth, it must be beneficial 
to him.' 

* Nevertheless, darhng, I am sorry you 
wrote without consulting with Uncle Stephen 
or with Frank.' 

* And I am sorry too, so far,' she answered 
quietly. ' Heaven knows, they have a claim 
upon my confidence. And you — ^you above 

aU, dear Amy ' Here her voice trembled 

and sank. 

* Do not speak of me, Sabey ; my advice 
would have been of small value.* . i 
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' No, no ; on the contrary, it would have 
been priceless. It is your words, your love, 
your fealty to Matthew, that keep me alive 
— ^though it is not on that account, alas ! I 
thank you for them. But this was a matter 
on which I felt I could not brook advice. I 
had only to consult upon it one — who is not 
here save in the spirit. Forgive me, darling.' 

'My sweet Sabey, I have nothing to 
forgive. I only fear you may have some- 
thing to regret in seeing this woman. What 
has Lady Pargiter written to you ? ' 

'Only this.' She put the note into 
Amy's hand. 'Lady Pargiter will call in 
Cavendish Grove at 11 a.m. to-morrow.' 

' Do you mean to see her alone, Sabey ^ ' 

'If you do not mind — if you will not 
think it a want of trust in your judgment — 
which it is very far from being — I would 
rather it were so.' 

'By all means, darling,' assented Amy. 
It seemed to her quite natural that Sabey 
should wish to make her appeal to Lady 
Pargiter without a witness, while she her- 
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self was much relieved by that arrangement. 
She had a secret apprehension that this 
woman, of whom she had heard so much, 
and nothing good, might ' say things ' to 
poor Sabey which the presence of another 
would make more poignant. 

At eleven o'clock Lady Pargiter's car- 
riage appeared in the little crescent, where 
its like had never before been seen. The 
gigantic hammer-cloth seemed to brush both 
sides of the way ; the tall footman upon the 
swingboard behind raked the first floor with 
those killing eyes which in Mayfair were 
wont to do execution in areas. His applica- 
tion to the knocker at No. 13 was for that 
neighbourhood so unusually vigorous, that 
its object, to the affrighted Mary, seemed to 
be to bring down the house. 

With stately yet excited steps, like a 
hearse-horse landing from a railway truck, 
Lady Pargiter descended from the vehicle 
and was ushered into the parlour. 

Sabey rose to receive her with the quiet 
dignity which sorrow confers upon the 
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frailest and gentlest, and motioned her to a 
chair. 

'I had rather stand/ said Lady Pargiter.- 
Her voice was harsh, her manner was 
stern almost to ferocity. So might a hawk 
visiting a dovecot have declined the hospi- 
tality of its trembling tenant. But it was 
not with fear that Sabey trembled. 

* I received your letter, Mrs. Helston, in 
which you are so good as to say you acquit 
me of having robbed and murdered your 
husband.' 

* Indeed, Lady Pargiter, I did not put it 
so. I only wished you to feel that I had no 
sympathy with thocie who blamed you in 
this matter.' 

If Lady Pargiter felt grateful for this, 
she concealed the emotion with great skill ; 
but she could not conceal her foot, which 
was very large, and beat upon the floor 
impatiently. 

' Well, madana ? ' 

*What I wished to convince you of, 
Lady Pai^iter, was that any suspicion you* 
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might entertain of wrong done to you by 
my poor husband was as baseless as, and 
fer more cruel than, the imputation against 
yourself. He is not here to defend himself ; 
I fear that he is dead.' 

' And my diamonds ? ' 

This inquiry, though not brilUant, might 
have been compared with the stones she 
mentioned, so hard was each word as it 
dropped from her white lips like beads from 
a sfring. 

' It was on account of them I Avrote,' 
continued Sabey. ' You are the only person, 
I do not say who has any right — for even 
you have no right — but who has any excuse 
for thinking evil of my husband. You have 
suffered a heavy loss — though, as compared 
with mine, it is small indeed — and apparently 
by his means — and the expression of my 
deep regret was therefore due to you. Above 
all, I earnestly desired to convince you of 
Matthew's i^noGeuce-riady Pargiter,' she 
continued in impassioned tones, 'since his 
Divine Maste!i:'s time, a purer and more 
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blameless man than Matthew Helston never 
walked this earth. I speak not as his wife 
— he was known to be so by all who knew 
him. If throughout his past there should 
be found a single blot of which it might be 
said, "That stains him," you might think 
what you will. But he is free from stain. 
He may have wronged himself — he did so, 
for of late he doubted of his own mental 
powers — ^but of wrong to others he was 
incapable. He was the soul of justice and 
of honour ; to doubt him — oh, believe me ! 
— is to doubt of the beauty of yonder smil- 
ing Heaven, or of the goodness of the God 
who made it. The bitterness of death, Lady 
Pargiter, is hard to bear, but the bitterness 
of shame is harder. Yet, if it was my own 
shame I could bear it — suffering wrongfully ; 
but for him — for him — oh, spare me. I will 
pray for you, I will work for you, I will do 
what you will, if you will only believe my 
Matthew innocent. Your heart is touched — 
I see it in your face — your good angel stirs 
within you — -comfort me — comfort me — ^who 
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am in such sore need of comfort, by one 
little word.' 

That there was a change in Lady Par- 
giter's face was true enough ; and a change 
for the better. The expression was still 
hard as adamant, but the fury in her eyes 
was quenched. What Sabey, however, had 
taken for pity was contempt. 

* I do not know whether it was my good 
angel or my own folly, woman,' she said 
scornfully, ' but I entertain another view of 
you than that I held some minute ago. Then, 
I thought you were a scheming, lying rogue. 
I thought that you wanted me to forgive the 
thief who had stolen my property; that you 
dreamt of moving me by your tears and 
prayers and poverty — ^which are the stock- 
in-trade of folks like you — to bear lightly 
on this villain. It seems to me now that 
you are a silly fool. Still, you may have 
some sense ; therefore, listen. You say you 
will do what I will. Put that man Signet 
within my power; tell me something con- 
cerning him in this matter of which the law 
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can lay firm hold — complicity, conspiracy, I 
care not what it is, so that I ruin him — ^and 
then — on the restitution of the jewels — ^I 
swear not to prosecute your husband/^ 

Sabey passed her little hand over her 
forehead, pressing it there for a moment as 
she did so. *I do not understand/ she 
murmured ; * I cannot have heard aright.' 

* I spoke plainly enough too. Of course 
it is always difficult, where two rogues are 
concerned, to pick out one for punishment 
and spare the other. But in this case, as I 
am told, it can be done. The man Signet 
was the ruling spirit ; he was the master of 
your Matthew, as you call him ; and there- 
fore most to blame. As the prosecutor I 
can appeal in his case to the mercy of the 
Court. ^That you are poor — and have a child 
to keep, as I see * — (the baby was asleep in 
its cradle, placed tliere, no doubt, by Sabey 
to move her visitor's heart) — * will be all in 
his fiivour. He will get off at all events 
with a light sentence. Whereas Signet '-^ 
and Lady Bwrgitor closed her great teeth 
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with a snap, and clenched her hands and 
shook them, as though each clutched a 
phantom jeweller by the neck — *he will 
have his deserts/ 

* A light sentence I And for Matthew ? 
You must be mad ! ' cried Sabey. * I tell 
you he is as innocent as yonder babe.' 

*True, I forgot. Well, once for all — 
poor fool I — I tell you he is guilty. I got 
the proofs of it this very morning.' 

* The proofs of Matthew's guilt I ' 

* Yes ; a most certain proof* 

*You he,' cried Sabey. Slight as she 
was, and, compared with Lady Pargiter, 
as a lily of the valley to a Scotch thistle, she 
towered before her now erect, defiant, and 
her eyes flashed scorn for scorn. 

For a moment the pitiless hawk quailed 
before this, dove in defence of her mate. 
Then she answered slowly, ' So it was all 
put on, was it? You can bluster and rate 
with the best — or the worst. You need say 
no more, madam. I am not taken in twice 
by anybody. And I will say only this : a 
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week ago the man Signet, your husband's 
confederate — and, as I see now, yours—" 
came to my house, and, using the same tools 
as you have done (only, they were sharper 
then), insulted, maligned, and defied me. I 
told him that the next day I should do 
something that would make him tremble. 
But I was meanwhile advised that such a 
step would be unwise. With the proof in 
my hand of which I spoke it will be no 
longer so. And to-morrow — to-morrow — it 
shall be done. That child yonder will live 
to curse its mother because she rejected my 
counsel — the last chance that was ofiered 
her to save its father from a felon's doom.' 

* Go, miserable woman, and do your 
worst ! ' cried Sabey, pointing to the door. 
' Standing there, where he has so often stood, 
you are committing sacrilege ; to breathe the 
same air with you is poison to me. Go, 
and pray Heaven for a human heart. Go ! 
go!' 

So terrible was the scorn with which she 
spoke, that even Lady Pargiter bowed her 
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stiff neck before it and in a manner fled. 
Not till she found herself at the hall-door, 
with the keen wind blowing upon her, did 
the voice of nature — or at all events of 
second nature — assert itself, reminding her 
that she was a baronet's wife, with 30,000/. 
a year, whom it was impossible (however 
thmgs looked to the contraiy) that anyone 
could have treated with disdainfulness. 

Then, sitting in her roomy carriage, as 
in a four-stall stable, the whole scene re- 
curred to her, not as it had really happened, 
but as between a person of quality who had 
had losses, and an insolent female of the 
lower orders whose husband had been the 
cause of them, and her heart was full of 
hatred and malice and all uncharitableness, 
and within it was burning unwaveringly the 
flame of a great revenge. 
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CHAPTEE XL, 

*I CANNOT WBITB IT, AMY/ 

Uncle Stephen and Amy had been sitting 
alone in the dining-room while Lady Par- 
giter had been closeted with Sabey in the 
next room. But he received the news of 
who the visitor was with a listlessness that 
was almost indifference, and for which Amy 
was utterly at a loss to account. Perhaps it 
was but the unconcern of old age ; but if so, 
that attribute of his period of life had come 
to him very suddenly. Her first words to 
him had been an apology for her sister. She 
regretted, she said, that Sabey had taken so 
important a step without consulting with the 
rest of the family, and especially with that 
member of it who had always had her in- 
terests so much at heart as himself. But it 
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was a matter of feeling with Sabey. In her 
forlorn and miserable case much must be 
excused to her : she was quite aware that the 
utmost confidence was Mr. Durham's due, 
and had expressed herself to that efiect. 

*Poor soul, poor soul!' sighed Uncle 
Stephen. 

* For my own part,' continued Amy, * I 
cannot suppose that any good can come out 
of such an interview. Sabey fondly hopes 
to persuade Lady Pargiter to think Matthew 
— what we know him to be — incapable of 
an injustice, far less of a crime.' 

Uncle Stephen bowed his white head. 
The gesture struck her as peculiar : no doubt 
it was in assent, yet it seemed rather a mere 
sign that he was attending to her words. 

* For the opinion of the world dear Sabey 
has tried to persuade herself that she cares 
nothing ; it is not so, alas ! Mr. Durham ; 
every dart that is aimed at poor Matthew's 
reputation reaches her sore and breaking 
heart; but the chief venom no doubt lies ih 
those words which Lady Pargiter has spoken 
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against him. For to the woman herself, no 
doubt, they have some sort of justification.' 

* No doubt, no doubt,' repeated Uncle 
Stephen mechanically. 

* Of course, if Sabey could convince her, 
it would be a great consolation ; but from 
all one has heard of Lady Pargiter there can 
be httle hope of that ; and I fear — I greatly 
fear — ^that she may say things to wound 
Sabey.' 

* That is only too probable, my dear.' 

It was not often that Uncle Stephen used 
affectionate epithets — though his manner, 
like his conduct, was to both sisters kindness 
itself ; when he did so, they were generally 
evoked by pity, and therefore significant of 
sorrow. There was sorrow enough, it was 
true, beneath that roof; but he had hitherto 
confined this particular expression of his 
sympathy to the chief sufferer — Sabey her- 
self. 

* Another thing that troubles me in this 
matter, Mr. Durham, is that my sister's taking 
this step may give umbrage to Mr. Signet. 
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Dear Frank is prejudiced against him ; but 
with respect to Matthew — whatever may be 
his motives — Mr. Signet has been very loyal, 
and so far we owe him, at least, consider- 
ation. I think he ought to be informed of 
what has happened/ 

* That can do no harm,' sighed Uncle 
Stephen. 

Amy noticed how despairing was his tone. 

* Has anything happened — any bad news 
— since the morning, Mr. Diu-ham ? ' she in- 
quired earnestly. ' Oh, pray, pray, be open 
with me.' 

*No, my dear; nothing new has hap- 
pened. You were speaking of Mr. Signet ? ' 

* Yes ; I think a note should be written 
to him explaining under what circumstances 
Sabey has sought this interview, the tidings 
of which I am sure will be unwelcome to 
him. Would you mind writing to him ? ' 

She blushed and hesitated as she spoke, 
for the request was made upon Frank's 
account, who was averse to her having any 
communication with Mr. Signet. 

VOL. III. P 
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* What do you wish me to write to him ? ' 
asked Mr. Durham, in a dull, mechanical 
way. 

' Well, it would be necessary to explain, 
I think, how deeply poor Sabey has been 
brooding over this unhappy matter; how 
almost all hope of seeing her husband again 
has died within her ; and that what she has 
become most anxious and solicitous about is 
the clearing of his reputation. Under no other 
circumstances would she have taken upon 
herself to communicate — ^without consulting 
Mr. Signet — ^with Lady Pargiter. That her 
scheme will be utterly unsuccessful I feel cer- 
tain ; and if you think the same you will of 
course say so. That you and I and all of us 
are as positively satisfied of dear Matthew s 
integrity as though he were here amongst 
us, and this catastrophe had never happened, 
he already knows ; but still, you might add 
that. To an outside person like Mr. Signet, 
exposed to all sorts of influences, one cannot, 
although its reiteration seems to us so un- 
necessary; repeat too often that conviction/ 
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There was a touch of professional earn- 
estness — ^the tone of the teacher — in tliis 
little speech, which under any otlier circum- 
stance would have tickled Uncle Stephen; 
the anomaly in the speaker's manner of 
laying down the law as contrasted with her 
youth and beauty would not have failed to 
attract his attention ; it had much the same 
quaint and charming effect as the dressing 
up of a very pretty girl in a masculine attire. 
But, as matters were, all this only gave him 
pain. He felt the confidence to be mis- 
placed ; the logic valueless ; the eloquence 
of faith, and voice, and feeling thrown 
away. 

' I have had no communication hitherto 
with Mr. Signet,' he replied, with his eyes 
upon the floor ; ' and I should really hardly 
hke to write such a letter. If I thought it 
would do any good, that would be another 
matter ; but it can do no good.' 

* Do I understand you to mean, Mr. 
Durham,' replied Amy, looking at him with 
great intentness, * that you object to writing 

T 2 
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at all to Mr. Signet, or only to writing what 
I have suggested ? ' 

' I don't think such a letter to be neces- 
sary, my dear,' answered Uncle Stephen. 

* That is not quite an answer to my ques- 
tion, dear Mr. Durham. Eemember, you 
have never seen Mr. Signet since this misfor- 
tune befell us ; all that he has heard of our 
belief in Matthew's innocence has come from 
me and from Sabey. A line from you, whom 
lie respects and admires so much, to the 
same effect ' 

* I cannot write it. Amy,' he interrupted 
suddenly ; ' do not ask me ; and do not ask 
me why.' 

* There is no need, Mr. Durham,' she 
answered quietly ; * I saw it in your face 
last night, and I read it there again to day. 
You have lost your confidence in your 
nephew's innocence. " Lover and friends 
have forsaken me, and my kinsmen stand 
afar off," says one in the Scriptures; and 
that is Matthew's case. To me it is in- 
credible.' 
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* Not more incredible to you, Amy, than 
to me,' groaned the old man. * Besides, 
you are going too fast. I do not say I do 
not believe ; but it is true that I now no 
longer feel that extremity of conviction 
which alone would justify me in confirming 
the faith of others.' 

Amy smiled a bitter smile. ' I under- 
stand,' she said ; ' poor Matt, poor Matt !' 

There was silence between them for 
some moments. Mr. Durham stood at the 
window nervously stroking his white beard ^ 
and conscious, though he avoided their gaze, 
of Amy's reproachful eyes. 

* I had thought,' she said in slow regret- 
ful tones, ' that, whatever might have been 
the world's view, we here, who know him, 
would have been always loyal to him. To 
doubt that Matthew will be proved innocent 
seems to me to doubt Providence itself-— 
to question the justice of Him after whose 
image he was made. It was an older man 
than you, sir, who told us he had never seen 
the righteous forsaken.' 
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* My experience has been wider,' was the 
quiet reply. ' You are too wise a woman, 
Amy, to argue with such weapons in the 
face of facts. It does not do to substitute 
the particular for what is meant to be general. 
We are told, for example, that life is dear ; 
and so it is ! yet. Heaven knows, not to all. 
" Never morning wore to evening," says 
your favourite poet, " but some heart did 
break." Do folks with broken hearts wish 
to live, think you ? No ; neither in this 
world nor the next, Amy. They have had 
enough of life. Ask your sister.' 

' She has not found Faith waver, as you 
have, Mr. Durham ; and even if she had, 
Love would remain. That will never fail 
her ; and if I know myself, it will never fail 
meJ 

'Love is blind,' rephed the old man 
mournfully. 

*Not love of this kind,' said Amy, 
* whereof respect is the forerunner. I have 
loved Matthew for the very reason that now 
makes it impossible for me to impute evil to 
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him. There is no man on earth — if lie be 
yet on earth — whom I revere so much. I 
take no credit to myself for doing so now, 
when the world maligns him. Many have 
been loyal to a worthless king when mis- 
fortune has overwhelmed him; shall I be 
disloyal to a worthy one .^ ' 

*" Disloyal" is a harsh word, Amy, if 
you apply it to me,' said Mr. Durham sadly. 
* I have heard you speak with pity of those 
who would beheve, yet cannot ; such is my 
case. As to love, I once knew a man who 
was thrown into gaol for an imputed crime. 
One friend came to him and said, " I believe 
in your innocence, and will stand by you ; " 
and another came and said, " I do not feel 
sure of your innocence, but in any case I 
will stand by you." This latter. Amy, was 
not disloyal.' 

' I understand, Mr. Durham. May God 
forgive your lacking faith, as Matthew will 
if he lives to know it. Ilush ! Lady Pargiter 
is going away. I must go to Sabey. You 
must never tell her — ^promise me this — that 
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you have — I forget your phrase/ she added 
bitterly — ' lost your faith in Matthew.' 

* No, indeed ; for that, I know, would be 
to lose her love.' 

' Yes,' answered Amy coldy, as she turned 
towards the door, * for it would kill her.' 

' Good Heavens ! what have I done ? ' 

mused Uncle Stephen, listening mechanically 

to the closing of the front door and the 
noise of the retreating chariot- wheels. 'It 

is plain that poor girl despises me for telling 
the truth, or the half-trutli. There was a 
great temptation to tell her the whole, for 
her good opinion is dear to me ; but, thank 
Ood ! I resisted it. I had rather she should 
be angry w^ith me than that I should break 
her heart. Yet, all must needs be known 
in time.* ' " Disloyal," she said, just as folks 
say " infidel " when a man refuses to blind 
his judgment. They are utterly impractica- 
ble, these women ; yet, how one loves them ! 
And, alas ! how they love us ! It is said, too,' 
he added, drumming thoughtfully upon the 
table with his fingers, * that God loves us all.' 
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CHAPTER Xn 

THE PLACARD. 

It was with some impatience that Uncle 
Stephen awaited that afternoon tie return 
from the city of Mr. Barlow, who, as was 
usual now, was to make one of the little 
party of three at dinner. It was strange 
and sad enough to sit down to table without 
either host or hostess (for Uncle Stephen 
always considered himself in the light of a 
guest) ; but to have Amy for his sole com- 
panion, the old man felt, would be insup* 
portable. She had remained with her sister 
the whole day since their interview, but he 
feared that she might come down before 
dinner-time, as she sometimes did at Sabey's 
request, to keep him company. He had 
nothing to reproach himself with, of course, 
but he well knew how bitterly she was re- 
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proaching him ; and he was anxious to have 
a few words of explanation with Mr. Barlow 
before they all met together. His views of 
the young lawyer had changed of late, and 
much for the better. He had been favour- 
ably impressed with the firmness with which 
he had resisted those proofs against Matthew 
which he had himself deemed overwhelming ; 
and, now that he had been perforce con- 
vinced by the identification of Butt with 
Helston, the secret was a common bond that 
drew them together more closely, perhaps, 
than under other circumstances could have 
been possible. Accordingly, on hearing 
Barlow's ring at the door, somewhat before 
the usual time. Uncle Stephen hurried into 
the little hall, and with his own hands 
admitted — Mr. Signet. 

' I am glad to see you, my dear sir,' said 
the jeweller, in a hushed and anxious voice ; 
* I have brought some news with me which 
it is quite as well should be for your private 
ear in the first instance. How is — how are 
the ladies ? ' 
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* They are upstairs. Step this way/ 
And he led him softly down to the smoking- 
room. * Your news is bad news, of course ? * 

* Well, that is as it may be ; not alto- 
gether, perhaps. It is a declaration of war 
— the enemy has fired the first shot.' 

* The enemy ! What enemy ? ' 

' Lady Pargiter, of course. She threat- 
ened as much nearly a week ago, but she 
thought better of it. Something must have 
happened in the meantime.' 

*She has been here this morning,' re- 
marked Mr. Durham. 

'Here! In Cavendish Grove? Im- 
possible ! ' 

'Yes; in consequence of a letter ad- 
dressed to her by Mrs. Helston. It may 
have been an injudicious step, perhaps, but 
it was well meant. We must make every 
allowance for a woman placed in so distressed 
and unexampled a position. Her object was 
to win Lady Pargiter over to her own views 
as to Matthew's innocence. I have not 
heard the result, but I have no doubt that 
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she failed. Lady Pargiter, as I have 
gathered, is not one to be easily moved.' 

'Moved? I should think not! They 
say a diamond has a tear within it (though 
I never found one), and it is therefore pos- 
sible that that woman — ^who is so hanl and 
inflexible — may possess such a thing. But 
it would never be elicited by pity. Perhaps, 
if you trod on her corns — she looks as if she 
had corns ' 

'But your news.^' exclaimed Mr. Dur- 
ham impatiently. 

'Well, here it is; not my news, but 
everybody's news, by this time.' He un- 
folded a huge poster in red and white : — 

' £500 Reward, — Whereas Matthew Eel- 
ston^ agent for Mr. Signet^ jeweller^ absconded 
on the morning of Saturday ^ the Vlth inst, 
from Moor Street with certain Diamond 
Ornaments of great value, a description of 
which is subjoined, the above reward will 
be paid on his apprehension. 

^(Signed) Charles Pargiter.' 
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Of course Mr. Durham knew that sooner 
or later it must have come to this ; but the 
shock was terrible. The branding of his 
nephew as a thief in those letters of staring 
red and white — to be thrust down areas and 
stuck on walls — brought home to him the 
fact of Matthew's crime and its consequences 
with hateful distinctness. He started back, 
and struck his feeble hand upon the chair, 
witli, as Mr. Signet thought, a natural 
indignation. 

* I don't wonder at your cutting up rough 
about it, Mr. Durham,' he said. * " Damn her 
impudence ! " were my first words when the 
thing was brought to me, shoved (by her 
particular orders, no doubt) into my own 
letter-box. " Absconded with her jewels," 
indeed I Where's Helston's receipt for them, 
I should like to know?' Why, to say the 
least of it, she's as much under suspicion as 
he is. I wonder her husband — ^who, barring 
that he is a spendthrift and a gambler, is a 
decent fellow — could have been induced to 
sign his name to such a document. The 
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Only thing which gives me much concern in 
the matter — except, of course, for the pain 
it must cause the ladies up yonder — is that 
Sir Charles himself is in it. He must have 
seen cause to alter his views ; she would 
have done it long ago if she could have 
obtained his sanction. They've got hold of 
something, you may depend upon it.' And 
Mr. Signet frowned and bit his nails. 

' Got hold of some new evidence, I sup- 
pose you mean ? ' said Uncle Stephen, whose 
disgust at his companion was only mitigated 
by the presence of the still stronger feeUngs 
of despair and shame. 

' Yes ; something has turned up, no 
doubt; nothing conclusive, we know, but 
what may seem to ^A^m conclusive ofHelston's 
guilt. I must consult Brail about it before 
returning their fire.' 

*And how do you propose to return 
it?' 

'Why, in kind, to be sure. I'll offer 
another reward for the discovery of Matthew 
Helston. Last seen, observe, at No. 10 
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Moor Street on the evening of December 12fA, 
and supposed to have been made away with. 
We'll put that delicately, but in such a 
manner that the inference shall be clear. 
Perhaps we may add, " unjustly accused of 
complicity" in the theft of the diamonds. 
She will know what that means ; 'that will 
stick.' And Mr. Signet rubbed his hands 
together with an pbvious sense of enjoy- 
ment. 

' Yet, " men and women are our own 
flesh and blood," people say!' muttered 
Uncle Stephen. 

The jeweller's sharp ears, though the 
observation was not intended to reach them, 
overheard him. 

^ I beg your pardon, my dear sir. Lady 
Pargiter is not flesh and blood — ^not even to 
look at. She is granite — a substance useless 
and valueless except in large masses. And 
as for hurting, our only hope at best is to 
chip her a little. Gad! I should like to 
chip her nose off.' Then, suddenly changing 
his tone for one of great respect : ' I conclude 
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I can see Miss Thurlow for a few moments ? 
—I promised to keep her posted up in all 
that happened connected with this unfortu- 
nate business/ 

' And. are you going to show her that ? ' 
inquired Mr. Durham, pointing to the ob- 
noxious placard. 

' Well, don't you think it better that a 
fidend should break it to her, than that she 
should see it for the first time on some street 
hoarding, or hear it shouted out by a news- 
boy? That's certain to occur, you know, 
sooner or later.' 

* I suppose it is,' sighed Uncle Stephen, 
scarce knowing what he said. His mind had 
projected itself into the dark futiu^e when not 
only should those poor women know what 
was being said of their idol, but when, in 
spite of themselves, they would have become 
converts to public opinion. ' There can be 
no harm, sir, as you say, in your telling Miss 
Thurlow what has happened ; but not a word 
of this matter must be breathed to Mrs. 
Helston." 
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'I am glad you mentioned that,' said 
Mr. Signet, * or else it might have slipped 
out. Then, with your permission, I will 
go upstairs." 

* The servant will let Miss Thurlow know 
that you are here,' said Mr. Durham coldly. 
' Mary, show this gentleman to the parlour.' 

He did not dare accompany Mr. Signet 
on such an errand. What could he say of 
comfort to the poor girl? How could he 
feign a sympathy with the indignation that 
would arise within her ? Suppose she were 
to reproach him with his want of faith in 
Matthew in his late employer's presence ? 

So Mr. Signet went alone. 

Two minutes afterwards arrived Mr. Bar- 
low, to whom he narrated what had oc- 
curred. 

* Surely the man has not shown that bill 
to Sabey ? ' exclaimed the young lawyer. 

' No ; I warned him against that — very 
luckily, as it appears, for he confessed that 
it might otherwise have " slipped out." I 
hope you recognise his own expression ? ' 
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' Then, lie is talking to Amy alone ? ' 
observed Mr. Barlow, without noticing this 
disclaimer. 

* I don't know, I'm sure ; I hope so. He 
is a man not to be trusted in anything that 
requires dehcacy.' 

' That is quite true,' assented the other. 

* Of course all this is what we had to 
expect,' continued Uncle Stephen. ' But 
that bill is most horrible. He said it would 
be stuck on the walls.' 

' It is stuck on the walls, Mr. Durham — 
on the corner of this street — I have seen it.' 

' Heavens ! That must have been by 
Lady Pargiter's own orders. She must be a 
fiend.' 

* She is a woman who wants her money, 
or the money's worth,' answered the lawyer 
coolly. ' If she can't get her diamonds out 
of Heist on, she will get it out of his skin ; 
and " if Helston [is not to be got at," she 
says to herself. " then his wife shall suffer." 
Talk of a tigress deprived of her young; 
that is nothing compared with some women 
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who have been deprived of their property. 
I know the class. Moreover/ continued Mr. 
Barlow, ' she has been insulted by this man 
Signet. How long has the fellow been 
here ? ' 

' I don't know. What does it matter ? * 
returned Uncle Stephen. * He will not come 
here again. He made a shrewd guess, I 
think, when he said the reward would never 
have been offered had not some fresh evi- 
dence turned up. Otherwise Sir Charles, it 
seems, is not the man to have put his name 
to it. Depend upon it we are getting very 
near the end.' 

'Hush ; that's his voice ! ' exclaimed Mr. 
Barlow excitedly. 

Mr. Signet was speaking in the hall to 
someone, and at the same time making his 
-way out. The door of the smoking-room 
was open, so that his voice could be dis- 
tinctly heard. 

' I am so glad I came,' he said ; ' it is 
such a comfort to find you agree with me. 
Whatever Brail says, I shall now take my 
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own line, since it has obtained your approval. 
Good-bye, my dear Miss Amy/ 

' Good-bye,' answered a broken voice in 
grateful accents. And then the front door 
was closed gently. 

' Thank Heaven, he has not driven her 
mad,' sighed Uncle Stephen. 

* I am not so sure of that,' muttered Mr. 
Barlow in a tone that escaped the other's 
ear. 

'You had better go up at once,' con- 
tinued Mr. Durham. ' She will need your 
advice as to Sabey ; though it will be impos- 
sible, I fear, to keep her in ignorance of this 
last blow.' 

* Yes. I will go to Amy,' answered Mr. 
Barlow gravely. 

And he went upstairs : not three steps 
at a time, hke a lover who seeks his mis- 
tress, but step by step, with a brow of care. 
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CHAPTER XLE. 



PARTED. 



It is a well-known saying, yet one that does 
not obtain the attention it deserves, that a 
man's own afiairs, however insignificant they 
may appear, are nevertheless to him of more 
consequence than the most important con- 
cerns of other people ; one proof the more, 
perhaps, of the selfishness of human nature, 
yet one that does not work altogether for ill, 
since it causes those little matters of which 
life, after all, is made up to receive their due 
share of attention. A man's own afiairs are, 
however, not necessarily (though they are 
so sometimes) confined to himself only, but 
have ramifications — such as wife, children, 
sweetheart, and Mend. It was no great 
blame to Mr. Barlow that, though Matthew 
Helston might have been robbed and mm-- 
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dered, or worse — had been concerned in the 
robbery of the Pargiter diamonds — ^the sun 
still shone for him in the person of Amy 
Thurlow, and that he looked forward beyond 
the present winter of their discontent to a 
spring-time ; nay, that even as matters were 
he should have gloomy thoughts independent 
of Matthew's catastrophe ; doubts, suspicions, 
and so forth. It was plain to him, ever since 
his brother-in-law's disappearance, that Mr. 
Signet had made use of that circumstance to 
ingratiate himself with Amy ; and though 
she might be ignorant of the real object of 
his attentions, he — ^her betrothed — had given 
her to understand that they were disagree- 
able to him ; yet the man had come to 
Cavendish Grove again and again, and had 
come [to-day, and had been closeted with 
her for Heaven knows how long, and had 
parted from her with a demonstration of 
regard that to him (Mr. Barlow) was most 
offensive. He was no eavesdropper, but 
those words, 'My dear Miss Amy,' which 
the jeweller had uttered as he left the house, 
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had, as it happened, reached his ears and 
sunk into his heart. He was not even yet 
jealous of Amy — in any sense of doubt as to 
her fidelity to him — but he was jealous of 
Mr. Signet. 

* He will not come here any more,' Uncle 
Stephen had said ; which might or might 
not be the case; and it was Mr. Barlow's 
intention to put that matter beyond a doubt. 
When he entered the parlour, he met Amy 
coming out; she looked pale and agitated, 
and the traces of tears were in her eyes — 
which was so far fortunate, since the gravity 
of his own face was easily accounted for by 
such a spectacle. 

' Oh, Frank,' she said, with a little sob, 
' I am so glad you are come.' 

Whereupon he folded her in his arms. 
In an instant — so satisfactory was that situa- 
tion — ^all his doubts, apprehensions, and 
intentions vanished fi:om his mind. 'My 
darhng, what has troubled you ? ' he said, 
not from curiosity — for of course he knew — 
but because it was pleasant to be pitiful. 
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' A terrible thing has happened. Have 
you been here long, dear ? ' 

' Some time/ he answered, dropping his 
arms involuntarily. * Why should she wish 
to know that ? ' thought he. ' I came just 
after Mr. Signet arrived.' 

' Then, you have seen Mr. Durham ? 
He has almost broken my heart.' 

'Who? Mr. Signet .?>' 

' No, no ; and yet, he has brought sad 
news enough. Of course he meant it kindly, 
for he has been very kind. And I must 
have known it sooner or later.' 

' You mean about the reward that Lady 
Pargiter has offered? That indeed is most 
distressing, though we must have looked 
for something of the kind. It was only a 
question of time. What is that ? ' 

There was something on the table 
wrapped up in silver-paper, such as jewellers 
use ; it looked hke a locket. 

* That is Matthew's portrait, which Mr. 
Sicntiet has brou<?ht back with him.' 

It was on the other side of the table, but 
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Mr. Barlow reached across and opened it — 
for the moment, I fear, with some incre- 
duhty. 

Amy, however, did not notice this. ' He 
has had some copies taken,' she continued, 
' for purposes of identification.' 

' It is very hke him,' obser\'ed the 
lawyer ; ' yet I don't quite recognise thq 
expression.' 

* He wore it once, however,' she observed, 
with a sigh ; ' I remember him with it. 
Poor Matt, poor Matt ! Then " it was May 
with him from head to heel." He had hope 
and hfe.' 

' Let us hope he has life now,' said Mr, 
Barlow mechanically. 

* If he has,' she answered slowly, * what 
would it avail him, since even those near and 
dear to him have cast him off? If he is 
dead and knows that they think ill of him, 
can heaven itself be heaven to him? ' 

Mr. Barlow sighed and looked at his 
boots. He had nothing to observe in the 
way of comfort upon this head. He did 
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not understand that Amy was accusing any 
person in particular, but he was guiltily con- 
scious that she might have done so even as 
regarded himself. 

' " The absent are always in the wrong," ' 
he answered evasively. 

' A proverb suitable to the frivolous and 
thoughtless race to whom it belongs/ said 
Amy coldly. ' Yet it seems there is truth 
in it. How bitter it is to find in strangers 
that confidence in our rectitude which is 
denied us by our friends ! ' 

' If I speak in proverbs. Amy, you speak 
in riddles,' said Mr. Barlow, nettled by her 
tone, or perhaps by the secret consciousness 
of his own abandonment of Matthew's cause. 
' I suppose, however, you refer to Mr. Signet, 
though it seems to me you can hardly call 
him a stranger.' 

' That is true,' she answered, unaware of 
the satiric touch. ' Most persons, I think, 
in his position would have been angered, 
and with reason, at Sabey's having written 
to Lady Pargiter without consulting him.' 
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' Did Sabey do that ? ' 

' Yes ; in hopes, poor dear, to win her 
over to believe in Matthew. This is the 
result,' she added bitterly, pointing to the 
placard which lay crumpled up at her feet. 

* There was some other reason, however, 
Amy, which Mr. Signet himself admitted to 
Mr. Durham, for Lady Pargiter's adopting 
so decided a step. He said that she had 
obtained further evidence.' 

'He said, Frank, that she probably 
believed that she had. How could she in 
reality have obtained it, when the more 
she knows can only the more estabUsh 
Matthew's innocence? However, one can- 
not expect Mr. Signet to feel as we do in 
that respect ; and yet he was far from dis- 
heartened. When he has once taken up 
anything, he is to be relied on.' 

' He has great perseverance — there is no 
doubt of that,' said Mr. Barlow ; ' perhaps 
he thinks, like Lady Pargiter, that he has 
found some new encouragement.' 

'I don't understand you, Frank,' said 
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Amy quietly, ' except that, as usual, you 
wish to disparage Mr. Signet. I can only 
say that he seems to me to be doing his 
•very best for poor Matthew. And though, 
as I have observed, the help of a stranger 
may be bitter when that of a friend is 
denied, it is better than nothing.' 

'When have I denied Matthew help?' 
inquired Mr. Barlow quickly. 

*I did not accuse you of having done 
so ; I was not thinking of you at all, 
Frank.' 

* I can easily imagine that,' he retorted. 
* I know I am nothing in your thoughts as 
compared with another.' 

By this * another ' Mr. Barlow really 
meant to imply Matthew, but Amy believed 
he referred to the jeweller. Her face 
flushed from brow to chin, and then grew 
very pale. 

'You are mistaking me,' she said very 
coldly, ' though for the moment I shall not 
condescend to explain how. What I was 
about to say is that Mr. Signet attaches no 
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great importance to this insult, for which 
he intends to make reprisals.' 

'That is, that since Lady Pargiter has 
stooped to this new mode of attack, he is 
about to adopt the same weapons.' 

* And why not ? ' inquired Amy. * In 
her hands they were offensive, but they 
will not be so in ours ; we shall only use 
them to protect the innocent who have 
been attacked by them. By what other 
means can we gain the like pubhcity for 
Matthew's defence which she has obtained 
for his defamation ? ' 

*Is it possible. Amy, that you do not 
perceive that this man Signet chngs to the 
last straw, not from any belief in your 
brother-in-law's innocence, but because his 
guilt would entail enormous pecuniary loss ? 

In his heart of hearts he knows -' Here 

Mr. Barlow stopped — such a searching, 
almost menacing gaze had Amy suddenly 
tiUTied upon him. 

* What does he know ? ' she cried im- 
petuously. ' What do you know in your heart 
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of hearts against Matthew Helston? I was 
about to explain something- — something that 
had happened in this house to-day, which 
has wounded me to the quick, which, if she 
knew it, would kill Sabey. But now, it 
seems, there is worse to come. Do you 
believe, as Mr. Durham does, that Matthew 
is a thief ? ' 

Mr. Barlow thought he had never seen 
Amy look so beautiful ; but her beauty was 
of quite another sort than that he had ever 
seen in her before. Mr. Durham, in com- 
pliment to her acquirements, had been wont 
to call her playfully Minerva ; but as Minerva 
armed with a javelin in act to strike he had 
never pictured her. If he had seen her now 
he would have likened her to that goddess 
come down, as of old, from Heaven, to 
defend with her shield some beloved mortal 
against foes whom in their turn she was 
about to smite. 

'My dear Amy,' said Mr. Barlow hesi- 
tatingly, ' the logic of facts, to my mind at 
least, is inexorable. Do not blame me if by 
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nature or training J am compelled to accept 
it. I am a lawyer ' 

*I know it/ broke in Amy in frigid 
tones. * Still, it' is surely possible for you 
to give a plain answer to a plain question : 
" Do you believe that Matthew Helston is a 
thief? " ' 

On more than one occasion Mr. Frank 
Barlow had been subjected to the test of 
cross-examination, and had acquitted himself 
with considerable credit; but this was by 
far the * tightest squeeze ' of that description 
in which he had ever found himself. To 
answer * Yes ' he had a strong presentiment 
might be fatal to his dearest hopes; to 
answer * No ' was, alas ! impossible. 

Of course it was open to him to state 
what had been discovered with respect to 
Phoebe Mayson, which would probably have 
carried conviction even to Amy's mind, and 
so far exonerated himself. But, with all 
his shortcomings, Mr. Barlow was a true 
gentleman ; at whatever danger to himself, 
he had chivalry enough to feel that he 
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should spare that already stricken heart 
what might prove to be aa unnecessary 
pang. For though the theft of Lady Par- 
giter's jewels might and would be brought 
home to Matthew, the fact of his infidelity 
to Sabey need perhaps never be so. 

'Dear Amy,' he said, *I do not deny 
your right to ask such a question, but it 
is scarcely generous to exercise it. Mr. 
Durham, it appears, has been speaking 
frankly to you upon this subject, yet surely 
not with the directness which you have de- 
manded of me. I can only say that the 
facts, as we are at present in possession of 
them, seem to point with a fatal unanimity 
in one direction. It may be that my 
judgment is wrong in this matter, in which 
case its incorrectness will make me ten 
thousand times more glad than accuracy 
has ever made me. But if unhappily it 
should be right, my best services will be 
still at your brother-in-law's disposal.' 

' You will instruct counsel to defend 
him as a prisoner in the dock, you mean ? ' 
said Amy. 
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Her face was white, her voice was hard ; 
there was a look of mingled reproach and 
agony in her tone, which it was hard in- 
deed for him to face. 

*Let us hope that will not be neces- 
sary, Amy.' 

* I see how it is,' she answered slowly. 
' You have no more hope than faith. Well, 
Sabey and I are still left to him, and perhaps 
— for these things stagger one — there is a 
good God to help us.' 

' I have just told you. Amy, that all that 
man can do for Matthew I will do.' 

' No, sir. He does not need the help of 
men like you,' she answered coldly. * Nor 
do we need it' 

' Amy ! ' He uttered her name with 
gentle reproach, and strove to take her 
hand. 

She withdrew it, not quickly, but with 
marked decision, and stepped back. 

'No, Mr. Barlow, I cannot take your 
hand. With Mr. Durham it is different. 
He has been always, until now, a friend to 
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Matthew. I will endeavour to think of him 
as in the past — that past which contains all 
that is left to us of solace.' 

* " Mr. Barlow ! " ' you call me, and " I 
will not take your hand ! " repeated the 
young man in amazement. * Are you mad, 
Amy?' 

* No, I am not mad, though things have 
happened that may well make me doubt 
of my own sanity. I should be mad indeed 
— or base indeed — if I thought of you any 
more as I used to think. You shall never 
be disgraced through me, sir.' 

* That could never be, Amy,' he answered 
earnestly. 

* Nay, you are too delicate, Mr. Barlow ; 
it is my duty, however, to be plain with you. 
If Matthew is a thief, no honest man should 
wed his sister — for he is as near and dear to 
me as any brother of my blood could be.' 

* And what care I ? ' broke in the young 
fellow impatiently. 

'Yes, but I do care,' returned Amy 
quickly. ' If I could stoop so low as to be 
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your wife upon such terms, I could not be 
yoiu* friend. Matthew Helston may be lost 
for ever, but his honour remains with me a 
sacred trust. I will join hands with none 
who doubt it. Affection, gratitude, justice, 
all forbid it. Henceforth we are strangers, 
sir.' 

* You never loved me ! ' exclaimed the 
young fellow vehemently. 

^ Did I not ? ' she answered, with a bitter 
smile. ' Then my heart deceived me. If it 
be so, so much the better for us both.' 

' And you can speak to me like that ? 
Amy ! ' 

There was a reproach in his voice as 
deep as hers, and far more tender. It would 
have astonished his partner in the City to 
have seen Mr. Frank Barlow at that moment, 
and would have greatly shaken his profes- 
sional confidence in him. 

' I did not mean to be unkind,' she an- 
swered gently. * But I must speak the truth. 
If Matthew is a thief ' — it was strange with 
what persistence she repeated this hateful 
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phrase, as though it had some morbid attrac- 
tion for her — 'so help me Heaven, I will 
never marry you/ 

He looked at her a moment with despair- 
ing eyes, then suddenly their expression 
altered — it grew fierce and wolfish. 

* But perhaps you will marry somebody 
else?' 

* I ! What does he mean ? Sir, I am not 
quite myself,' she added pitifully. * I do not 
understand you/ 

' It is no matter,' he said, with a deep 
flush; 'I was not quite myself, perhaps, 
either. I will leave you for the present, 
Amy.' 

' For the present, and for ever, Mr. 
Barlow,' she answered quickly. ' I do not 
wish — I could not bear it — to see your face 
again. All is over between you and me. 
It is not only that,' she added hastily, seeing 
he was about to speak ; ' I will not endure 
the presence of anyone (if I can help it) who 
thinks as you think of Matthew. It would 
be treason to him.' 

It was curious to see how, when she 
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spoke of her brother-in-law, the strength 
and firmness which had failed her when she 
spoke of herself seemed to return to her. 
She was firm now, and pointed to the door 
with a steady hand. 

Twice Mr. Barlow essayed to speak, and 
twice altered his intention; at last, with a 
deep sigh, he moved slowly out of the room, 
and closed the door behind him. His hat 
and coat hung in the hall, and he put them 
on like one in a dream and left the house. 

^Had she ever really loved him?' was 
the question he was putting to himself all 
the time. 

If he could have looked into the chamber 
he had just left, he would have found his 
answer. 

Having locked the door, Amy sank 
down in the nearest chair, and, hiding her 
face in her hands, burst into the first passion- 
ate tears she had shed since her childhood. 
' Oh, Matthew, Matthew ! ' she sobbed, ' you 
have not done that which even good men 
lay to your charge, but you have broken 
your sister's heart.' 
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CHAPTER XLin. 

ANOTHER PARTING. 

Self-sacrifice would doubtless be thought 
more of but for the pretence that is made to 
it by anything but self-sacrificing persons. 
One might as well say that because there 
are professional beggars there are no de- 
serving jK)or. Like charity, it does not 
commend itself; in some cases, there may 
be even no record of it siwe in the Book of 
Life — a work unread even by posterity. 

Vnder no circumstances, I think, would 
Amy Thurlow have informed Sabev that all 
was over — and for &\Wvs sake — between 
herself and her lover. But as matters were, 
and since the disclosure must needs reveal 
also the cause of sojv\n\tion, she never 
dreamt of makinij it. How ci>uld she say. 
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* My Frank believes your Matthew to be dis- 
honest, and is therefore mine no more ' ? 

On the other hand, she could only hope 
to conceal it for a brief space. Sabey,. 
though bowed down by so great a weight 
of sorrow, had still her sympathies for 
others. ^ Where is Frank ? Why does not 
Frank come here as usual ? ' were questions 
she was sure to ask sooner or later ; and 
how should she be answered ? 

It was bad enough for Amy to feel the 
tie between Uncle Stephen and herself 
strained to the uttermost; all the old cor- 
diality gone, and in the place of it, on her 
part, a stern resentment, and on his, a pitiful 
deprecation of it. 

On the evening of that last interview 
with Mr. Barlow she had told Mr. Durham, 
in as few words as possible, what had hap- 
pened between them. It was absolutely 
necessary to do so to explain the young 
lawyer's absence from the house, and the old 
man had listened to her with a composiu'e 
which, though she well knew it was far from 
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indifference, had made her task compara- 
tively easy. 

' I foresaw all this, Amy,' he answered 
quietly. * You tell me that there was nothing- 
for you but to release him from an engage- 
ment which in his view of the case must 
involve disgrace to him. You do not tell 
me that there was another reason for your 
separation — but you had another.' 

* Do not press me for that, Mr. Durham.' 

^ It is unnecessary, Amy, for I know it. 
You are silent upon it for my sake, because 
I am in the same condemnation as Frank 
himself Only, because I am Matthew's 
uncle, and have loved him as a father loves 
his child, you are content in my case to 
overlook my transgression.' 

' Of course I can never forget what you 
have done for him, and for all of us, Mr. 
Durham.' 

He moved his hand in a deprecating 
manner. * That is little to the purpose now, 
my dear. May I ask whether Mr. Barlow 
made any explicit statement to you regard- 
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ing Matthew independently of what has 
passed between you and me ? ' 

' He did not.' 

' Then you have cast off a man of honour, 
my dear girl ; one in a thousand, one in ten 
thousand.' 

' Do you suppose I do not know that ? ' 
inquired she bitterly. 

'Oh, Faith, Faith, how hard is the 
measure you exact from us poor mortals ! ' 
murmured Uncle Stephen. 'The Gospel 
itself was not all good tidings; a man's 
foes, it says, shall for its sake be those of 
his own household. Husband against wife, 
and lover against sweetheart! As it was 
. then, so it is now. But suppose it is not 
true, Amy ? ' 

'The Gospel?' 

' No ; your faith in Matthew.' 

'To me, Mr. Durham, it is as true as 
Gospel ; true as to one who hved in those 
times and saw the miracles and knew the Man. 
Pray do not let us two speak of this ; * it is 
bad enough to feel that we differ upon it.' 
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So firom that time they never qpoke 
together — oh, sad companionship! — of the 
matter that was nearest to both their hearts 
and alwa3rs in their minds. 

The next morning, while Sabey and her 
sister were together, there came at Frank s 
usual hour — ^for he now always looked in 
before departing for the City — a ring at the 
door-bell. But Amv did not move. 

* My darling, there is Mr. Barlow,' said 
Sabey sofdy. 

The tears were in her eyes that morning, 
though they were very rarely there. For 
the Christmas bells were rincrin^ through 
the frosty air and awakening terrible recol- 
lections. That ' sorrow's crown of sorrows,' 
the remembrance of happier days, w^as. 
pressing hard upon her. The world with- 
out was putting on its gayest garments. 
Poor was the heart indeed that was not to 
rejoice that day ; but none so poor as hers. 

'Mr. Barlow will not come to-day, 
Sabey.' 

'Why not?' she asked with quick 
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anxiety; for the others voice had some- 
thing strange in it. 'There is nothing 
wrong between you ? — no quarrel ? ' 

'No, darling; no quarrel. But he is 
not coming here any more.' 

'Not coming? What do you mean, 
Amy?' she exclaimed excitedly. 'If he 
has lost you, it must be my doing. Oh, I 
see what it is : you have been too full of 
sorrow for me and Matthew. Men cannot 
bear a divided allegiance, and you have 
chosen between him and me, to your own. 
ruin.' 

Sabey's agitation and distress were so 
extreme that, although it had been Amy's 
intention to put forward some such reason 
(though in a greatly modified form) as had 
suggested itself to her sister, to account for 
her estrangement from her lover, she cried 
out, ' No, Sabey ; no, indeed, you have 
nothing to reproach yourself with.' 

'Then, what can it be that has come 
between you? If you have not sent him 
away for my sake, it cannot be for your 
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own. Oh, Amy, is it possible that Frank 
is jealous ? ' 

Amy bowed in assent, for she dared not 
trust herself to speak. It was true that 
Frank was jealous ; and at all events it was 
better that her sister should imagine that to 
be the cause of their parting than that she 
should seek further for it. 

*How sad of him! how mad of him!' 
exclaimed Sabey. * I could never have be- 
lieved such a thing of Frank. It must be 
all explained and made up at once. I my- 
self will go to him. He cannot refuse to 
listen to poor me.' 

'No, dearest, no; it is no use,' said 
Amy gravely. 

' No use ? ' cried Sabey. * I will not 
believe it. Things cannot be so bad as that. 
Oh, Amy! I have lost my darling through 
no fault of his or mine. I adjure you 
— I who know what loss is — ^not to let pride 
or pique, or the resolve to own that you 
have done nothing wrong — though I know 
you have not — stand between you and the 
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man you love. Of course he is mistaken ; it 
is his devotion to you that has led him astray. 
Forgive him ; forget all that rankles in your 
mind. Let me be your ambassador ; I can 
plead for another, though I am weary of 
pleading for myself; and, Amy, it is my 
duty to do so. For though you say I am 
not to blame, yet it was through Matthew 
that Mr. Signet — for that is the man, of 
course — ^first entered this house. Oh, do not 
let this new misery lie at Matthew's door.' 

She spoke with such force and passionate 
entreaty as was a marvel to behold, in one of 
so slight a frame, and weakened by so many 
days and nights of bitterest woe. 

Amy was deeply moved, while her em- 
barrassment was greatly increased by her 
sister's line of argument, since it led. although 
by accident, to the very point she had wished 
her to avoid. The cause of Amy's misery 
did lie at Matthew's door, which her scruples 
for the truth prevented her from denying 
pointblank. 

Fortunately, at this moment the maid 
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entered. *If you please, miss, Mr. Signet 
has called, and wishes to see you on very 
particular business/ 

' Very good ; tell him I will be with him 
immediately,' said Amy. 

But when the maid had gone, ' You must 
not go,' said Sabey. ' I will see Mr. Signet 
instead of you. Of course there is no harm 
in your seeing him, but Frank will think 
so. The breach between you must not be 
widened.' 

' No, Sabey, no,' returned the other re- 
solutely. 'Mr. Signet has a right to see 
me, and alone. We have a little secret 
together.' 

' A secret ? ' interrupted Sabey. 

* Nothing, dear, that anyone can be jeal- 
ous about,' continued Amy, with a sad smile. 
* I will never see him again save in your pre- 
sence, I promise you that ; but this one time 
I must.' 

' Does Frank know of this secret .? ' in- 
quired Sabey gravely. 

*He does, darling; nothing can alter 
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wliat I have been talking to you about, but 
Frank does know.' 

Sabey spoke no more, but sat with that 
dazed look which sometimes now came over 
her, and which one sees on the faces of poor 
children in the street, whose only mother, 
Misfortune, has given them, for their dowry, 
a premature sense of life's burthen, without 
the knowledge of its nature ; to whom sorrow 
is as the love of God to happier souls — ^past 
understanding. Amy pressed one passionate 
kiss upon her forehead and hurried out of 
the room. 

Mr. Signet had come, no doubt, she 
thought, about the matter of the reward he 
was intending to offer for the discovery of 
Matthew in reply to Lady Pargiter's cruel 
insult. Under such circumstances it might 
have been expected that the jeweller would 
have worn a look of self-satisfaction, but his 
appearance was far otherwise. He looked 
pale and anxious and g^tated. 

' Dear Miss Amy, I have bad news,' were 
his first words. 
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' We are used to that in this house,' she 
answered bitterly. * If you had good news, 
I should say, "Break it gently " ; but, as it 
is, there is no fear. What is it ? ' 

' Well, that is as good a way to look at 
it, perhaps, as under the circumstances is 
possible, my dear young lady. We now 
know the worst, that's all.' 

'Then, Matthew is dead?' She had 
overrated her strength, and felt the room go 
round with her as she put the question ; her 
hand mechanically sought the wall to sup- 
port herself. But when the jeweller hurried 
forward to offer her his assistance, she waved 
him off with an expression that was almost 
one of loathing. 'I am better now,' she * 
said in a low but resolute tone. ' I can bear 
the truth ; what is it ? ' 

' Well, I am very sorry — sorry for my- 
self, of course ; but, if you will only believe 
it. Miss Amy, ten times more sorry for you 
— ^but it's all up about Mr. Helston. He is 
not dead ; no, no, not that.* 

' Thank heaven, thank Heaven ! ' mur- 
mured Amy. 
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' But they have brought it home to him 
about the jewels. He is in Paris, trying to 
sell them. He has been seen there/ 

' It is false ! ' cried Amy. 

* My dear young lady, it is true. There 
can be no two opinions about the matter. 
I have it from Sir Charles Pargiter's own 
mouth. This is how it happened. I adver- 
tised the reward, as agreed upon, giving it 
to her in Moor Street pretty stiff, as you 
may see — it's in the paper here — and I also 
printed some placards. One of them was 
left at her door last evening in return for her 
kind attention to Mrs. Helston. It fell into 
the hands of Sir Charles, it seems, who came 
round to me in person. He is not a bad 
sort, taking him all round, and he hates his 
wife like poison. " Now, look here. Signet," 
he says, "you and I have no quarrel to- 
gether." (As indeed we have not, for, between 
ourselves, I have done him a good turn in 
my time.) " Well, I have seen that precious 
placard of yours, which has driven my lady 
half-frantic. You are running your head 
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against a stone wall, my friend. The mur- 
der's out." " Murder ? " said I. " You don't 
mean to say poor Helston is murdered?" 
** Not he," says he ; " he's alive enough, and 

in Paris. My friend Major Lovell " Do 

you know that name. Miss Thurlow ? ' 

' I know the name,' said Amy, breathing 
hard, and with her hand upon her heart to 
still its beating. 

* I thought so. He had something to do 
with some young person — name of Mayson 
— ^had he not? Well, this man has seen 
Helston, and in her company.' 

'It is false ; the man has lied,' said Amy 
vehemently. 

Mr. Signet shook his head and smiled, 
half-roguishly, half-pityingly. ' No, my dear 
young lady, it is unfortunately true. These 
things will happen in the best regulated — I 
mean, in the most unexpected quarters. I 
will do Brail the justice to say that he always 
thought it was so. So far as the diamonds 
are concerned — I mean, who has got them — 
the whole thing is at an end.' 
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* Then, why are you come here/ inquired 
Amy sternly. 

' Nay, you should not ask that/ returned 
the jeweller reprovingly. ' I was in hopes, 
my dear young lady, that you might have 
guessed why. The jewels, I say, are gone, 
I am afraid irrevocably ; and it is I who will 
have to bear the loss. Twenty-five thousand 
pounds is a large sum for any man to pay 
out of pocket. But it won't ruin Star and 
Signet. No, not if it had been three times 
as much. As the diamonds are without 
doubt in Helston's possession. Lady Pargiter 
is no longer responsible for their loss, and 
she has no more interest in prosecuting him. 
It is I, in fact, who become the prosecutor. 
Now, I don't mean to prosecute Matthew 
Helston. Can you guess why ? ' 

* Indeed, sir, I cannot,' answered Amy 
slowly. She experienced a difficulty in col- 
lecting her thoughts, like one who has but 
just recovered from some physical blow. 
' Matthew is no more guilty of this crime, 
Mr. Signet, than I am. I don't care what 
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Major Lovell says, nor what any man says ; 
nor would I believe an angel from Heaven 
— who would, however, only seem like one, 
for he must have been sent from the Father 
of Lies to say such things ; nevertheless, I 
admit that, from your point of view, you are 
acting with great generosity. You wish to 
spare us ; you would forbear to add another 
weight to the load it has pleased God to lay 
upon my poor sister.' 

* I am not thinking of your sister, Miss 
Amy,' returned the jeweller frankly, ' though 
of coiurse I am sorry for her. What I wish 
to say is, that I am prepared to forego my 
claim upon the missing jewels — though I 
need not say I would recover them if I 
could ; to abstain from taking any proceed- 
ings against your brother-in-law ; and, in a 
word, to hush up this unfortunate matter, 
in return for just one little word from your 
lips. You are astonished, my dear young 
lady, I see. Perhaps you thought that a 
man in my position cares for money only, 
whereas, for my own part, I only care for 
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what it brings ; for it does bring things, and 
good things. I hope you will learn to like 
me for myself a little ; but unless there had 
been some difference between our positions 
in that way I should not have ventured to 
thus address you> there being such consider- 
able disproportion in another. I need say 
no more on that head, for you are sharpness 
itself; that is one of the many things for 
which I admire you, my dear Miss Amy; 
you are so intelligent — indeed, in every way 
so desirable — and, I am sure, a perfect lady. 
Perhaps you think that I should repent at 
some future time having cast in my lot with 
one who has the misfortune to be connected 
with — ahem! — there is no need to pursue 
that subject ; I can only say that, if your 
hesitation arises from that consideration, it 
becomes you.' 

* It does not arise from any such som'ce, 
Mr. Signet,' returned Amy firmly. 'If I 
have seemed to hesitate to reply to you, it 
was for your own sake : I have been en- 
deavouring to place myself in your position ; 
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my diflSculty has been to persuade myself 
that you had no intention of insulting mc' 

' Bless my soul ! ' exclaimed Mr. Signet. 

' I acquit you of any such purpose, sir/ 
she continued. ' You could not have under- 
stood my position ; nay, more, I perceive 
that I ought to be grateful to you, that you 
have proposed to yourself a self-sacrifice 
which I ought to appreciate. My unhappy 
circumstances must be my excuse for not 
entertaining that feeling. It is not that, 
however, which prevents me from accepting 
what I understand to be your offer of 
marriage ; under no possible circumstances 
could I accede to it.' 

'You surprise me very much indeed,' 
said Mr. Signet. *If you would but take 
time to think about it ' 

' On the contrary,' interrupted Amy, ' I 
shall endeavour to forget it. I may have 
surprised you, but I cannot have distressed 
you, Mr. Signet. And for my own part, I can 
only thank you for a compliment misplaced.' 

How it was Amy left the room, Mr. 
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Signet never quite understood ; lie only knew 
that he suddenly found himself alone in it, 
mopping his forehead with a pocket-hand- 
kerchief. 

' " A • compliment " ! ' he murmured. 
'What the deuce did she mean by that? 
Twenty-five thousand pounds as good as 
gone, and the girl gone too ! And she talks 
of compliments ! Never in all my life was I 
connected with a speculation so disastrous. 
There must be something, surely, to the per 
contra' It was his sanguine habit to believe 
this whenever anything went wrong with 
him in trade. ' Perhaps there's madness in 
the family ; that's it ! — she's mad. She must 
be mad to have refused a man like me. In 
which case, I've had a lucky escape.' 
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CHAPTEE XLIV. 

MR. BARLOW TAKES ACTION. 

Mr. Frank Barlow had as cheerful a way of 
regarding his disappointments in business as 
Mr. Samuel Signet ; neither was he deficient 
in egotism ; but what placed him at a great 
disadvantage as compared with the jeweller 
was that he was unable to regard a matter of 
the affections as a business transaction. He 
was not of a romantic turn of mind ; he had 
never addressed a sonnet to his mistress's 
eyebrows, nor, indeed, ever written a word 
of poetry in his life ; he was, in fact, in most 
respects, of a conventional type ; but he "was 
capable of intense emotion. He could not, 
of course, in this particular compete with 
persons of the Byronic temperament, but his 
feelings were more lasting ; he had not, like 
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them, the power of transferring his affections 
from one object to another ; when Polly- 
gave him the cold shoulder, he could not 
take up with Jenny. His love, like that of 
a woman, was personal ; and when Amy 
Thurlow rejected him, he felt as forlorn and 
desolate as a maiden of six-and-thirty whp 
has been jilted. 

Even when hope revived within him — 
as, being but six-and-twenty, it was boimd 
to do — ^it was still directed to the same goal. 

• 

Dinnerless and supperless, he had gone over 
by his sohtary fire all that Amy had said ; 
and again, sleepless on his couch, he had 
revised all the circumstances of his position. 
That Matthew Helston was guilty of steahng 
Lady Pargiter's diamonds he could not 
doubt ; and Amy had said that she would 
have no relations — not even those of friend- 
ship — with anyone who held that opinion. 
But sooner or later she herself could not fail 
to be convinced of his guilt, when, of course, 
this interdict must lose its force. Again, 
she had declared, if her brother-in-law was 
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proved to have committed the crime in ques- 
tion, that she would never consent to ally 
herself with an honest man. A quixotic 
determination which time perhaps might 
modify, and especially if some other agent 
could be found to work with it. He could 
not earn her gratitude by proving Matthew 
innocent, but he might do so, perhaps, by 
saving him from the consequences of his 
crime, and still more by inducing him to 
make reparation for it. 

In Matthew, then, strange to say, Mr. 
Barlow's hope was placed ; and, once having 
a material object in view, he was not a man 
to lose time in taking action. 

The next morning he despatched a letter 
to his partner explaining that important pri- 
vate affairs would necessitate for a few days 
his absence from office ; and having packed 
his portmanteau, he called a hansom and 
drove — of all places in the world — to Mr. 
Signet's establishment in Paulet Street. The 
jeweller was not at home, having, in fact, 
just started for Cavendish Grove; but Mr. 
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Brail happened to be in the inner room (as 
usual, with his eyes and ears open), and 
came out to him at once, on hearing him 
give his name to the shopman. 

'Just come in here a moment, Mr. 
Barlow,' he said, leading the way into the 
inner apartment. 'You are come about 
the Helston affair, of course ? ' 

Mr. Barlow nodded assent. 

' Ah ! then you have not seen Mr. 
Signet, I conclude; he has just gone up 
your way/ 

' No, I have not seen him/ 

' Well, he has taken bad news with him. 
The whole thing has burst ' (he said ' bust ') 
'up. Sir Charles Pargiter was here last 
night — as a friend — to warn us that we were 
only throwing good money after bad in 
defending Mr. Helston's character.' 

' Indeed ! ' said Mr. Barlow coolly ; ' that 
was a strange step for Sir Charles to 
take.' 

'No doubt; as a lawyer, you would 
necessarily see that. Nevertheless, I have 
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no doubt it was all • on the square. Helston 
has been seen in Paris in company with a 
young woman — an old flame of his.' 

* Who saw him ? ' 

' One Major Lovell, an old flame of hers.' 

'Which suggests motive for his state- 
ment,' observed the lawyer. 

' It would under ordinary circumstances, 
of course ; but I do not think so in this case. 
I was here when Sir Charles arrived, and 
saw the Major s letter. It seems to me to 
express a certain regret that he should 
be the means of bringing Helston's offence 
home to him. " My friendship for you and 
Lady Pargiter^ against whom such infamoxis 
insinuations have been directed with regard 
to this affair^'' he says, " compels me to dis- 
close what I know. Helston is in Paris with 
Phcehe Mayson^ and has been endeavouring to 
dispose of the diamonds. This is certain^ for 
I have seen her.'' ' 

'Those are his very words, are they?' 
inquired Mr. Barlow. 

'You can see for yourself. I had the 
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opportunity of taking a note of them.' And 
Mr. Brail handed his little memorandum- 
book to the lawyer for his inspection. 

* I don't read anything here about seeing 
the young woman in Helston's company/ 
said Mr. Barlow drily. 

* True ; Sir Charles no doubt jumped to 
that conclusion. It's a flaw, however. And 
there is still the matter of Lady Pargiter's 
not having Helston's receipt left unexplained. 
If they can prove, nevertheless, what is said 
here, that he is trying to sell the diamonds, 
our last chance, of course, is over. But I 
think Mr. Signet is too precipitate in throw- 
ing up the sponge. However, he is the 
master, and has so settled it.* 

*Is Mr. Signet going to do nothing 
further, then ? ' 

' Nothing. If things had been permitted 
to take their proper course, I should have 
been in Paris by this time. But there are 
wheels within wheels.' 

* Mr. Signet does not wish to prosecute, 
I suppose ? ' observed Mr. Barlow, speaking 
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as indifferently as he could, but growing very 
red. 

Mr. Brail laid his forefinger to his nose. 
'That's it/ he said. *In my opinion, we 
should never let private sentiments interfere 
with business matters ; but that is his affair.' 

'And is no attempt to be made to 
recover the diamonds ? ' 

Mr. Brail shrugged his shoulders 'I 
have no instructions to that effect, though 
every hour lost diminishes our chances ex- 
ceedingly. I shall do my best, however, to 
persuade Mr. Signet to offer a reward for them.' 

' There can be no harm in that,' assented 
Mr. Barlow. ' The fact is, I am off to Paris 
to-day for the very purpose of recovering 
these diamonds ; and if you will help me to 
get them, and we succeed, the reward shall 
be yours.' 

' You mean that we shall go halves ? ' 

'Not at all; I don't want the money; 
my object, I frankly tell you, is to get this 
unhappy man to make restitution.' 

' Very right and very proper, I'm sure,' 



MR. BARLOW TAKES ACTION. 127 

said the detective. 'Your feelings do you 
honour. It's a matter of a thousand pounds, 
though,' he added drily, ' for neither Lady 
Pargiter nor Mr. Signet have yet withdrawn 
their offers for the discovery of Mr. Helston 
himself.' 

'That I have nothing to do with,' 
answered the lawyer; 'I am not a thief- 
catcher.' 

' I mean no offence, Mr. Barlow. I have 
known many gentlemen who have had a 
taste that way ; though I agree with you it 
is not to their credit. The amateur has no 
right to take the bread out of the mouth of 
the professional. It would be very hard, 
you would think, if any gent took up your 
own line, for example, for mere love of it, 
and gave good law, free, gratis, for nothing, 
to their fellow-creatures.' 

' It would be a most unprecedented in- 
fringement of etiquette,' observed Mr. Barlow 
with natural indignation. 

' Just so. Well, what can I do for you 
in this matter, sir ? ' 
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' Three things : I want one of those 
photographs which Mr. Signet has taken 
from the portrait of Mr. Helston; I want 
an accurate drawing of the missing dia- 
monds ; and I want Major Lovell's address 
in Paris. In return for these favours I 
promise to hand over to you any reward 
Mr. Signet may be induced to offer for the 
jewels, if I am so fortunate as to recover 
them.' 

* Well, sir, of course it's a little irregular, 
observed Mr. Brail hesitatingly, ' but in the 
interests, of my employer — and on the un- 
derstanding you have mentioned — ^I feel I 
should do wrong to refuse you. •Perhaps 
you wouldn't object to sign a little memo- 
randum ? ' 

*I will sign nothing,' said Mr. Barlow 
peremptorily. ' I do not wish my name to 
apjxiur in any trajiscction respectmg Mr. 
llaUUm ; and I am not accustomed to have 
my word doubUjd.' 

* Tray don't imagine that, my dear sir/ 
Haid Mr, IJrail with precipitation. '1 have 
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every confidence in you, I am sure; and 
besides/ he added naively, 'there is no 
option. I think I know where to lay my 
hands upon the photograph and the drawing 
— ^in fact, here they are — and the Major is 
staying at the Louvre Hotel.' 

'Thanks. Now, is there anything, Mr. 
Brail, that your experience can suggest as to 
my method of procedure ? ' 

' Well, in these cases one can draw no 
ground-plan; one must act according to 
circumstances. If you were familiar with 
the appearance of the young lady who, as 
I always suspected (though I have not the 
advantage of her acquaintance), was at the 
bottom of this matter, then indeed ' 

'I have got her photograph in my 
pocket,' interrupted Mr. Barlow. 

'Indeed!' exclaimed Mr. Brail, with a 
genuine note of admiration. His face for 
once expressed his feelings, and w^hat it 
said was, "You are by no means the fool 
I took you for." Just let me look at it.' 

Mr. Barlow placed it in his hand. 
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I30 A CONFIDENTIAL AGENT. 

'I have seen this young lady before/ 
murmured the detective. 

'Where ? Under what circumstances ? ' 

'Ah, there you puzzle me. I never 
forget a face, but I see a good many of 
them, and cannot always find the place to 
suit it. I don't know where I have seen 
her ; but I am afraid it was not in church. 
Well, if you find her, you will find Helston. 
I wish I was in your shoes,' he sighed, look- 
ing fondly at the photograph. 

' Your gallantry, sir, is very much out of 
place,'* observed Mr. Barlow sternly. This 
respectable young fellow, who felt himself 
in a false position in this affair from first to 
last, was genuinely scandalised. 

' Gallantry ! ' exclaimed Mr. Brail. 'Pooh, 
pooh, sir! you quite mistake me. What I 
meant was that, if it was I who had the 
business in hand, I could make this lady 
useful. If I can read faces, she is fickle. 
For a fifty-pound note she would sell the 
gentleman.* 

' Oh, I see,' said Mr. Barlow, at least as 
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much in disgust as in apology ; ' I have no 
wish, however, to buy him.' 

' Very true. But if she would sell the 
man, how much more would she make 
some bargain about the diamonds — that i?, 
if they are not already disposed of! Mr. 
Barlow, it may be of importance to you to 
have some one in London on whom you can 
rely to take immediate action, if any need 
for action should arise. This is my profes- 
sional address, where a telegram will reach 
me at all hours. I wish I was going with 
you, or even without you. I should go on 
my own hook but that I make it a rule 
never to take up a case which my employer 
has thought fit to abandon. Your game will 
be a little difficult, no doubt ; but that only 
adds to the pleasure of winning it ; and even 
if you lose it, well, you will have had the 
pleasure of the play. Good-bye to you, sir, 
and good luck ! ' 

' Good-bye,' returned Mr. Barlow, some- 
what ruefully. 

In spite of the attractions attributed to 
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it by Mr. Brail, he would very gladly have 
handed over his errand to that gentleman, if 
only it could have been effected by deputy. 
Even at the very best — that is, if he should 
discover Helston and meet him face to face 
— the prospect was a most unpleasant one. 
The last time he had met him had been at 
Helston's table as his guest and friend. It 
had been his dearest wish to become con- 
nected with him by a closer tie. The man 
had now disgraced himself and all belonging 
to him, and the best that could be hoped for 
was that he might be found willing to make 
reparation. But in any case, how embar- 
rassing must be their meeting! As Mr. 
Brail had hinted, it would also probably be 
necessary for him to make acquaintance with 
this disreputable youDg woman ; and even 
Major Lovell himself was by no means an 
individual with whom he would voluntarily 
have held intercourse. If the matter had 
been a professional one, of course, he would 
have known how to deal with it; but as 
things stood he would be so hampered in 
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his actions by private considerations that he 
could form no plan of proceeding before- 
hand. Moreover, though that was a com- 
paratively small thing, Mr. Barlow had 
received an exceptionally good English 
education; so that, though he could have 
quoted Horace from the original where 
Mr. Signet could only have cited 'The 
Handbook of Quotations,' he knew nothing 
whatever of the French language. 'The 
Continent ' was, therefore, as ' dark ' to him 
as that of Africa was to its latest explorer, 
nor had he a faithful native to guide his 
steps and interpret his ideas. This, it may 
be thought, was a small thing to a man 
who had such important interests at stake, 
and whose future happiness might depend 
upon the result of his mission. But such 
was not the case. One has only to be 
taken ill, or to have some dear one taken 
ill, or to receive some summons that re- 
quires instant attention, or, in short, to 
be affected in any serious way, when out 
of one's own country, to appreciate the 
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infinite inconvenience of that circumstance, 
and how its small but incessant embarrass- 
ments increase one's troubles. And if that 
happens to those even who are masters of 
the modern languages (like you and me, 
reader), how much more must it oppress 
those ignorant of all tongues but their own ! 
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CHAPTEE XLV. 

THE LAWYER AKD THE MAJOR. 

It was before the days of twin-ships and ot 
the Calais-Douvres that Mr. Frank Barlow 
took his departure to Paris by way of Folke- 
stone ; but even if those admirable scientific 
inventions had been in existence it is doubt- 
ful whether they would have much availed 
him against the effects of a sea voyage. His 
nature was averse to range, and he had never 
tempted . the waves before except in the 
floating bridge between Gosport and Ports- 
mouth ; and we all know what the ocean 
does with a new-comer. It receives him 
much as a midshipman's mess in old times 
was wont to receive ooe from his mother's 
apron-strings. When Mr. Barlow set foot 
on Boulogne shores he was in that pitiable 
state that he almost made up his mind to 
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take out letters of naturalisation and become 
a Frenchman for evermore, rather than re- 
cross the Straits. Nor at the buffet of the 
railway station did he find anything better 
adapted to recover the tone of his stomach 
than ratafia cakes, small sticks of chocolate, 
and very large cruet-bottles of vinegar and 
oil. Soup, indeed, he contrived to prociure ; 
but as it consisted — no, it had no consistence, 
as it was obviously composed of hot water 
with melted butter in it — it benefited him 
very little. 

Years afterwards, when speaking of this 
unique experience (for he never left his 
native land again), Mr. Barlow was wont to 
remark that, though in foreign travels he 
often saw in the flesh what had apparently 
been boiled for soup, he never beheld those 
soups which those rags at some remote period 
must have made. On that long, uninteresting 
route to Paris it also struck him how very 
few English folks could ever be got to take 
it, and how they would inveigh against its 
tedium, if it only happened to be in England. 
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At one station he was so fortunate as to 
procure some oranges, the only food familiar 
to him, and therefore in which he had any 
confidence, at half a franc apiece. But the 
pangs of hunger compelled him subsequently 
to procure some little cakes, which turned 
out to be made of the same substance that is 
used at home for giving to dead rabbits the 
powerful aroma that fits them to be a ' drag ' 
for a pack of hounds. Sufiering, then, from a 
distressing combination of aniseed and Tual 
de mer^ and we may add mal du pays^ Mr. 
Frank Barlow arrived in Paris and took 
up his quarters at the Louvre. He was not 
sorry to find that Major Lovell was for the 
present elsewhere, since an opportunity for 
recruiting himself was thus afforded him; 
and having taken advantage of it, and ad- 
dressed a short note to the Major requesting 
an interview upon a subject of importance, 
he awaited events with his usual confidence 
and serenity of mind. 

The same evening he received a few 
lines from the Major expressing his willing- 
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ness to see him, and was at once ushered to 
his apartment on the third floor. 

It was scarcelj posable io£ two men of 
the same race, age, and positicm in Ufe, to 
have fewer things in common with (me 
another than Frederick Lovell and Frank 
Barlow. With the latter we are already 
acquainted: an uncompromisingly honest 
fellow, devoted to his profession and his 
mistress ; strictly moral, and genuinely though 
unenthusiastically religious ; a very fEivour- 
able specimen, on the whole, of the middle 
class to which he belonged. Socially the 
two men stood nearly on the same level, but 
the surroundings of the Major had firom the 
first been of a more aristocratic kind ; his 
parents had died early, and he had been 
placed by his unde and guardian at a public 
school, and from it at once entered the army. 
He had had therefore very little education, 
while he had been left to himself altos^ether 
as to moral training. His father had been a 
man of fashion, and used to be known in 
circles of which Barlow pere had known 
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nothing, as ' Caterpillar LovelL' The sobri- 
quet arose from his possession of an insect 
of that description which he was wont in the 
days of the Eegency, when such eccentric 
bets were common, to back for a great deal 
of money to escape from a soup-plate, in the 
centre of which it had been placed, more 
quickly than any other caterpillar. The 
pretty creature was a fortune to him, until 
someone discovered that its celerity arose 
from the fact of the plate being a warmed 
one ; when that source of revenue ceased. 

He left little behind him ; but Frederick 
had great expectations from his uncle, a 
bachelor and a man of science. His weakness 
was astronomy, and he possessed the largest 
telescope and the tallest observatory in his 
native county. When important transits 
were expected, his lawn used to be laid out 
with pegs and ropes in illustration of the 
phenomena about to take place in the 
celestial regions. On one occasion, when 
Master Frederick was at home for the holi- 
days, he disturbed these scientific arrange- 
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ments to make room for a game at bowls, 
and in replacing them mixed up Jupiter and 
Venus in a very compromising and improper 
manner. This interference with the stars and 
their courses cost him his inheritance. The 
greater part of his uncle's wealth went tp 
endow scientific research, while he himself 
remained a poor man with expensive tastes, 
and little beyond his good looks and capti- 
vating manners wherewith to make his way 
in the world. Nevertheless, he had never 
ridden in an omnibus, nor stayed at an 
hotel, even in Paris, without indulging him- 
self in a private sitting-room. He was in 
his own apartment now, lying on the sofa, 
with a cigarette in his mouth and La Vie 
Parisienne in his hand, when his visitor 
was announced. He rose at once, with an 
inclination of his head that contrasted very 
favourably with the other's stifi* and em- 
barrassed bow, and motioned him to a seat. 

' Mr. Barlow, I believe ? ' 

' Yes ; I have ventured to call upon you 
on a matter of great importance, and about 
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which, as I understand through Sir Charles 
Pargiter, you can give me information.- It 
is with respect to Matthew Helston.' 

A flush came over the Major's somewhat 
delicate and palhd features. ' Do you come 
on Sir Charles's behalf? ' he inquired. 

' No, sir ; I do not. I am a lawyer.* 
He hesitated for an instant. 

The Major bowed with even greater 
courtesy than before, but also with more 
coldness. His experience of gentlemen of 
the long robe (and he did not understand 
the nice distinctions of the legal profession) 
had been very unfavourable. 

'My object in coming to Paris, Major 
Lovell, is in the first place to discover the 
whereabouts of Mr. Helston; and in the 
next place to recover the missing diamonds/ 

' You are acting on instructions from 
Mr. Signet, I suppose ? ' returned the other. 
* However, that makes httle matter, as from 
a note I got from Sir Charles this evening 
it seems their interests are now identical. 
Well, I'm sorry I can't assist you, Mr. Bar- 
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low. I do not know where Mr. Helston is, 
and need not say that I am in equal igno- 
rance as to the diamonds.' 

' And yet I imderstood that you had 
seen Mr. Helston.' 

' No, sir, I have not ; and, to speak 
frankly, if I had I should not feel justified 
in giving you any information respecting 
him. You will say, perhaps, that it is the 
duty of every man to further the ends of 
justice. I do not dispute it; but I also claim 
to exercise the right of private judgment. 
I cannot oblige you in this matter.' 

* You speak of private judgment,' said 
Mr. Barlow; 'may I inquire if it is not 
some private and personal feeling which is 
actuating you in thus refusing to assist me ? 
I am aware — tliough, as I believe, you are 
strangers to each other — that years ago 
circumstances brought you into a certain 
connection with Matthew Helston.' 

'They may or may not have done so, 
sir,' answered the other, haughtily, ' but 
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at all events they afford no subject of dis- 
cussion with a stranger.' 

* Still, though I have read that when one 
man has wronged another it is a temptation 
to him to do him further hurt, I can scarcely 
imagine any person of honourable feeling 
who, finding his defeated rival under foot, 
would designedly assist in crushing hhn. 
I am here, I confess, as Matthew Helston's 
friend. I wish to do the best I can — which, 
alas ! can be but very little — for him. If I 
could see him, I could, perhaps, persuade 
him to make some amends for the offence 
he has committed. At all events, I should 
know that he was alive, whereas at present 
his unhappy wife knows not whether he is 
above ground or not, and suffers extreme 
anxiety and distress of mind.' 

* Will you swear to me,' interrupted the 
Major suddenly, * that this and no other is 
the reason of your making these inquiries ? 
That you have no motive, such as that offer 
of reward offered by Lady Pargiter, or as 
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instructions from her, or from Mr. Signet, 
and no covert intention of doing the man 
an ill turn ? ' 

* So help me Heaven I have not, Major 
Lovell,' returned Mr. Barlow earnestly. 
*When I tell you that my dearest hope, 
notwithstanding all that has happened, is 
to ally myself to one dear and near to him, 
you may imagine that I am the last person 
to do him an injurj% or — whatever may be 
my respect for the laws of my country — to 
bring him to justice.' 

* In that case, Mr. Barlow,' returned the 
Major gravely, ' what information I am 
possessed of is very much at your service ; 
but it will, I fear, be of small advantage 
to you. You, however, will be the best 
judge of that, and therefore I will simply 
set before you all I know.' 

' Would you kindly let me have pen and 
ink ? ' said the lawyer. 

Whereupon Mr. Barlow was accommo- 
dated with those famihar articles, though 
in a shape under which he scarcely recog- 
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nised them ; the ink-bottle being an eg«f 
in a bird's nest, and the quill pen having 
beads on its feather and a tassel on its tip. 

' I have seen Mr. Helston but twice in my 
life, and each time only for a few seconds,' 
began the Major ; ' but, from circumstances 
to which you have alluded, the tidings that 
he had disappeared with Lady Pargiter's 
jewels aroused a greater interest in my mind 
than it otherwise would have done. I should 
say, by-the-by, that I was present on one 
occasion when Lady Pargiter, as it seemed 
to me, treated him with great indignity, and 
I pitied the man ; and though afterwards he 
expressed pleasure at a certain misfortune 
that befell me — it was the loss of a bet — I 
owed him no grudge on that account, for 
I felt that he had good cause to bo hostile 
to me. This bet I had made with one 
Captain Langton ; and since it was in his 
presence that Helston in a manner insulted 
me-^ — ' 

* One moment. Major LovelL,' interrapted 
Mr. Barlow. *How was it that Helston 

VOL. III. L 
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met you in Captain Langton's company ? ' 
That he should have done so struck the 
lawyer as remarkable, and even suggested 
that Helston might have had acquaintances, 
such as his friends and family had no idea 
of, all along. 

* Well, the whole thing happened in a 
moment. We stopped him in his cab one 
night, thinking him a perfect stranger, in 
order to decide abet — or rather Langton did.* 

* Bless my soul ! ' murmured Mr. Barlow, 
to whom this proceeding appeared out- 
rageous. 

*And that was why,' continued the 
Major, * though I should have been silent 
upon the subject to people in general, I 
spoke to Langton about Helston after the 
robbery.' 

' Then even at that early date. Major 
Lovell, you took it for granted he was 
guilty ? ' 

* Well, it looked uncommonly fishy, of 
course, from the very first. I certainly 
never expressed any such opinion, nor in- 
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deed did Langton at that time. On the 
contrary, he suggested that Pargiter, being 
very hard up, might have laid hands on the 
diamonds himself/ 

* Not in earnest, surely? ' said Mr. Barlow, 
very much scandalised. 

* Well, half in joke, half in earnest. 
Langton is a very queer fellow. I spoke 
to him, as I now remember, about the 
robbery because he had at one time ex- 
pressed a wish to see the diamonds, and 
knowing I was a friend of Pargiter's, had 
asked me to procure him the opportunity.' 

* And did you ? ' 

* No ; Langton is not the sort of man I 
should wish to introduce to a friend's house. 
I put him off with some excuse or another.' 

Discursive and apparently aimless as was 
the Major's statement, there was one portion 
of it which struck the lawyer's attention in 
a manner hardly explicable even to liis own 
mind. 

* You have hinted,' he interposed, ' that 
this Captain Langton is not a special friend 
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of yours ; may I ask what you know about 
him ? ' 

' Well, it is very little ; he is merely a 
cardroom acquaintance. He is an unpopu- 
lar man amongst us ; but then he is gene- 
rally a winner, which may partly account 
for that. However, some men have a great 
objection to him — Sir Charles Pargiter has, 
for one. I remember his saying at the club 
that he believed he must have committed a 
murder, and someone replying, " So he has, 
but it was only at sea " — ^which for all I 
know may have been the case.' 

* Did you know of the robbery in Moor 
Street at that time ? ' inquired Mr. Barlow. 

* Well, no ; how could we ? In fact, it 
must have been just then in course of com- 
mission.' 

' Did you speak to Captain Langton 
about it the next day ? ' 

' No ; he left England almost imme- 
diately, to spend his Christmas in Paris. 
Our conversation about Helston took place 
some time afterwards — just after Lady 
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Pargiter had advertised the reward. He 
said it was offered too late, for that Helston 
had been in Paris for a week, and had no 
doubt by that time disposed of the jewels. 
He even named a diamond merchant in 
the Eue de Bris to whom he had offered 
them/ 

'But how came Captain Langton to 
know that ? ' 

' I have no idea. Langton, however, is 
a man ready to do a stroke of business in 
anything ; and in diamonds as likely as any-, 
thing else ; so that he may have visited the 
merchant on his own account. As I have 
said, he is a queer fish.' 

' And yet it was upon his testimony, it 
seems, that you wrote to Lady Pargiter to 
say that Helston was in Paris.' 

'No, not entirely,' said the Major red- 
dening and hesitating. ' It is true I had 
not seen the man myself, but I had seen one 
the fact of whose presence here — ^taking 
into consideration Langton's evidence — con- 
vinced me that it was so.' 
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' I do not quite follow you, Major Lovell. 
Pray forgive me if I seem to press you on 
what may be delicate ground ; but the 
importance of this matter may be very 
great.' 

*Well, the fact is I recognised a lady 
in the street as one to whom Mr. Helston 
when a very young man was deeply at- 
tached, and ' 

' You mean Phoebe Mayson ? ' 

*Yes; Langton told me (I don't know 
upon whose authority) that Helston had re- 
newed his addresses to her ; that they had, in 
fact, come to Paris in company. The \vhole 
story seemed so probable that I felt it my 
duty, since Mr. Signet was questioning his 
claim to compensation, to let Pargiter know 
how matters stood ; but I did it, I do assure 
you, against the grain.' 

'I am sure of that,' said Mr. Barlow 
earnestly. ' You do not happen to know, of 
course, where the young person you spoke of 
is residing ? ' 

' Most certainly not,' returned the Major, 
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in a tone which might have been mistaken 
(by a stranger to him) for one of virtuous in- 
dignation, but which was in reality caused 
by wounded pride. 

' But you can give me the name of the 
jeweller ? ' 

'It is either Monteur or Montague — 
Langton's French is very fishy — but the Eue 
de Bris is a short street, and you will have 
no difficulty in finding him.' 

' I am greatly obliged to you, Major 
Lovell,' said Barlow, rising. 'You have 
behaved most frankly.' 

' Not at all, not at all,' put in the Major. 
' You have my best wishes, not only for the 
recovery of the diamonds, but for helping 
your friend out of his scrape — "removing 
him from the jurisdiction of the Court " is, 
I believe, the technical expression. Good 
evening.' 

Under any other circumstances Mr. 
Barlow would have very warmly protested 
against a phrase which certainly imputed to 
him very unprofessional intentions ; but he 
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was too well satisfied with liis companion's 
behaviour to find fault with him, and also 
too full of a certain thought which his nar- 
ration had suggested to him, to take much 
note of minor matters. What had obtained 
possession of his mind was evidently a sub- 
ject insignificant enough in the present con- 
nection in the Major's eyes, but which in 
those of the lawyer was growing every 
moment, though in a vague and dusky 
fashion, like the genius of the bottle in 
the Arabian tales ; only the shape it took 
was by no means that of a genius, but of 
one Captain Langton — a man who had been 
anxious to get a sight of the Pargiter dia- 
monds, and who, though tolerated, as it 
seemed, in certain circles of society, was 
credited with a murder, though only at sea. 
It was incredible, notwithstanding all that 
had happened to disturb Mr. Barlow's views 
respecting Helston's character, that such a 
man as this could have been a friend and 
still more a confidant of Matthew's. How 
came it, then, that he should profess to 
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know, not only that lie was in Paris, but 
that he was in possession of the diamonds, 
and endeavouring to dispose of them ? 

This weighty question in connection with 
certain possibilities contingent on it, and in 
combination, it may be added, with the ec- 
centric and unaccustomed movements of the 
eider-down quilt with which his bed was 
provided, rendered Mr. Barlow's first night 
in Paris a very disturbed one. 
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CHAPTER XLVI. 



MAKING IXQUIRIES. 



It is often stated by those who are good 
linguists, I scarcely know whether for the 
comfort of those to whom not only 'the 
French of Paris is unknown/ but even ' that 
of Stratford atte Bowe/ or for their disap- 
pointment and distraction, that ' everybody 
in Paris speaks English.' Or, if they shrink 
from telling a falsehood of that enormous 
magnitude, they will nevertheless confidently 
assert that there are plenty of people who 
imderstand English in the queen of cities, 
'wherever you go,' and that in the hotels 
and shops, at all events, ' you will be quite 
at home.' They do not hint that the con- 
versation of the poor islander during his 
stay on the Continent must necessarily be of 
the parrot and phrase-book kind, and that 
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the best chance he will have of that inter- 
change of ideas which is to * open his mind ' 
so much will be with a waiter. Even with 
the waiters, however, poor Mr. Barlow did 
not find himself on a very intelUgible footing, 
while his intercourse with the shopkeepers 
was like the first rehearsal of a pantomime, 
in which he had always to sustain the part of 
pantaloon. The Eue de Bris he discovered, 
like a navigator, by means of a chart ; but 
M. Monteur might have been M. Tonson, so 
difficult he found it to ascertain that gentle- 
man's place of residence. He looked, of 
course, for a shop, never imagining that the 
place he sought was an hotel with a court- 
yard resembling a small edition of the 
Admiralty, in Whitehall ; and when at last 
he had made his way thither, and found the 
proprietor — an ancient personage in a black 
velvet skull-cap, full of antics, and hung on 
springs, in a parlour at the back of his 
premises — he was not certain in his own 
mind whether he stood in the presence of a 
diamond merchant or a monkey. Upon the 
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whole, indeed, since M. Monteur received 
him with native politeness — that is,' with a 
profusion of shrugs and jabber — ^he rather 
leant to the latter view. As soon, however, 
as Mr. Barlow made his new acquaintance 
imderstand that he was an EngUshman, ' Ha, 
ha ; ma fiUe shall come,' cried monsieur in 
an ecstasy; and on pulling the bell and 
giving some orders to the servant, a young 
lady — ^indeed, a mere schoolgirl — ^but of pre- 
possessing appearance, presented herself to 
Mr. Barlow's astonished view. It appeared 
M. Monteur had a daughter who had resided 
in the Isle of Fogs and could speak its tongue 
like a native ; and this was she. 

After a few words of explanation from 
the old man, ' You have beezness with my 
papa, monsieur?' said she in a sprightly 
tone. * Vaar good ; you tell it to me, and I 
will tell it to him. Fire away.' 

Mr. Barlow stared, as well he might ; for 
the young lady, though obviously enjoying 
the task that had been set her, looked 
perfectly serious. 
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'I have ventured to call upon Monsieur 
Monteur,' he said, 'in respect to a matter 
which can hardly be called a business one, 
but to which, I hope, he will have the 
courtesy to give his attention. A gentleman 
in whom I am deeply interested has suddenly 
disappeared from his wife and family, to their 
great distress and perplexity, and I am come 
to Paris to find him. I have reason to 
believe that he called upon your father some 
days ago with respect to the purchase of 
some diamonds.' 

This statement having been translated 
to the merchant, he replied, through his 
daughter, that a countryman of Mr. Bar- 
low's had, indeed, called upon him in the 
preceding week, but upon a private mat- 
ter. 

'Not if he knows it,' said the young 
lady (but with a sweetly apologetic air, as 
though she had said, ' Deeply as he regrets 
to refuse you '), will my father geef you any 
information about the matter unless you show 
some authority for demanding it.' 
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At this Mr. Barlow was a good deal ciist 
down, and his face showed it. 

' Arc you a relative of his who has quar- 
relled with him for cutting his stick ? ' 
inquired the young lady tenderly. She had 
cheek-bones so high that one really could 
not look over them to the extent of calling 
her a beauty, but she had soft eyes and a 
gentle voice; and if it were not for her 
inexplicable indulgence in slang Mr. Barlow 
would have pronounced her essentially fem- 
inine. When French people spoke French 
they puzzled him, but the way in which this 
young woman spoke English amazed and 
even alarmed him beyond expression. 

' I am not a relative of the person in 
question ' he began. 

- Name of Butt,' she put in with quick- 
ness but great gravity. 

'Just so; but it is possible — I hope 
probable — that I may become connected 
with him.' 

* Ah ' (lighting up with sudden vivacity), 
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*you are going to marry bis sister. Have 
you popped ? ' 

This was worse than all; it seemed a 
positive sacrilege to Mr. Barlow to have his 
lost love spoken of in this flippant fashion ; 
bnt then it was so necessary to secure this 
young person's sympathy. 

* Yes, mademoiselle, I have — popped.' 
Whereupon mademoiselle clapped her 

hands delightedly, and, turning to her father, 
seemed to appeal to him in Mr. Barlow's 
favour. That gentleman, of coiu^e, did not 
understand what she said, but he afterwards 
compared her winning manner and caresses 
and flow of words to a rain of sugarplums. 

' My father says you must describe your 
brother-in-law that is to be,' said she, 'before 
he can furnish you with his address. My 
papa is a man of business, you see ; moreover,' 
she added in an apologetic tone, ' there is no 
green in his eye. He is a young man from 
the country, but you cannot get over him' 

* Indeed, my dear young lady, I do not 
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wish to get over him/ protested Mr. Barlow. 
' My brother-in-law is a man about my own 
height ; rather more stoutly built.' 

' Eh ? Ah, I understand ; and I, too, 
have seen him. Yes, he is stumpy, podgy/ 

' He has short brown hair, and his face is 
grave.' 

' Yes ; that is right — a heavy spirit ; or, 
as you say in England, down upon his luck. 
He looks as if he had lost sixpence.' 

' He has lost more than that,' sighed Mr. 
Barlow. ' If M. Monteur has still a doubt as 
to my personal knowledge of this gentleman, 
I think I can state the nature of the business 
about which he came. He wished to dispose 
of certain diamonds — like these.' And he 
produced the drawing of the Pargiter pantre 
which he had obtained from Mr. Brail. 

The merchant took the drawing and ex- 
amined it with curiosity. ' Yes, that is right,' 
he said in French; 'we might have done 
business together, this gentleman and I, only 
I required certain explanations which were 
refused me. From what you tell me, my 
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darling, it is probable that they were his 
wife's jewels, to which he had no claim. She 
must have been very wealthy. Well — well, 
I have sufficiently respected his desire for 
secrecy. Our visitor, it seems, has a right to 
what he asks. The gentleman's address was 
Hotel de la Fontaine, Eue du Simon.' 

' You are most kind, mademoiselle,' said 
Barlow gratefully, when this news had been 
translated to him. ' You have made easy what 
would otherwise have been very difficult.' 

'Do not mention it, sir,' returned she 
gracefully. ' And do keep up your pecker. 
Look less like a duck in a thunderstorm, and 
never say die while there's a shot in the 
locker.* 

' Your advice is admirable, mademoiselle,' 
said Mr. Barlow; then added, with an ir- 
repressible curiosity, * But may I ask where 
you learnt your English ? ' 

* Yes, yes ; that is what everyone says,' 
cried she exultingly. * " Where did I leam 
my English ? " I speak like a native ; is it 
not so ? ' 

VOL. in. M 
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*• Indeed you do, mademoiselle; more so, 
indeed, than most natives.' 

'Ah, that is thanks to my two cousins 
at Eugby College. They taught me the 

dioms all in the Christmas holidays, at the 
house of their mother. Yes, I speak vaar 
good English. Eight you are. I believe 
you, my boy.' 

' What could Mr. Barlow do? She was 
bo perfectly unconscious of her linguistic 
defects, and so bhssfiil in her possession of 
them, that it would have been a cruelty to 
undeceive her ; he could only take her hand 
— having received the politest of bows from 
M. Monteur — and wish her good-bye, which 
he did most cordially. 

' Ta, ta,' she said with all the ingenuous 
delight of a child who is exhibiting its ac- 
complishments ; Ua, ta, and take care of 
yourself. Permit me to jerk the tinkler, 
and the slavey will show you the way out/ 

Mr. Barlow was deficient in humour, aind 
serious thoughts were oppressing him, yet he 
could not avoid being amused by this artless 
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girl. The confidence which her father ex- 
hibited in her command of the English 
tongue, extending as it did even to matters 
of business, and the obvious pride he took in 
it, had tickled him in spite of himself. But 
when the concierge closed the house-door 
behind him, it seemed to shut him out from 
gaiety and good humour, from laughter and 
lightness of all kinds, for evermore. Attorney 
though he was, Mr. Barlow had a tender 
conscience, and he reproached himself for 
having given way even for a few moments to 
that sense of the ridiculous which is one of 
the few possessions of man unshared by the 
lower animals. The tidings he had just re- 
ceived, and of which he had been in search, 
were, indeed, full of gloom ; and if he had 
ventured for some hours to entertain the 
gUmmer of a certain hope, they had extin- 
guished it. It was true that he had omitted 
to show M. Monteur the photograph of 
Matthew, but the verbal description he had 
given of him had evidently tallied but too 
well with the merchant's recollection of the 
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man, whom, moreover, the assumed name of 
Butt identified beyond doubt with Helston. 

And now he was about to be brought 
face to face with him in his infamy and dis- 
grace ; not to know the worst — for the worst 
he knew — but to awaken, if possible, in one 
whom he had once believed to be without 
reproach, some sense of his own ignominy, 
and to suggest, not amendment and repent- 
ance, for they were impossible, but a tardy 
and probably partial reparation. 

It was curious, considering the whole 
situation, how much he thought of Matthew 
per se^ and of the ruin he had brought upon 
himself as well as upon others. He had 
broken the law ; he had sinned against 
morality; and committed, in short, every 
trespass calculated to awaken indignation in 
the mind of a man of Barlow's character ; 
and yet he was unable to divest himself of a 
certain yearning pity for the man, as well as 
of a profound regret for his degradation. 
But of coiurse Sabey and Amy occupied the 
chief share in his thoughts. What kind of 
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message, he wondered, would he have to 
give them from this unhappy wretch, and 
how would he, the bearer of it, be received 
on his return ? This last consideration, all- 
important as it was as respected his own 
interests, affected him, perhaps, just now the 
least. The Present loomed so large and 
gloomily in front of him that for the moment 
it shut out the Future. 

He took a fiacre to the Eue du Simon, 
but alighted at the corner of the street. He 
felt a strange disinclination to precipitate 
matters, and preferred to pass house by 
house on foot till he came to the hotel of 
which he was in search. How would he 
feel, what would he know, thought he to 
himself, when he should issue from that door 
through which he was about to enter? 
Which of us has been so fortunate as not to 
have pictured to himself the like, and have 
imagined what the state of our mind will be 
to-morrow, or the next hour, or the next 
minute, after some important and perhaps 
painful ordeal? Have we not ourselves 
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stood outside our mistress s door, or our 
creditor's, or that of some other petty Provi- 
dence of our fate, with similar feelings ? Ay, 
and but too often with the same sad fore- 
bodings (God help us all) that, whatsoever 
change may be in store for us, it can hardly 
be for the better. 

It was positively with some sense of re- 
lief, though Mr. Barlow had undertaken his 
journey for no other object than that which 
seemed to lie immediately before him, that 
he reflected that Matthew might not be at 
the Hotel de la Fontaine after all. When 
the reward for his apprehension had been 
made public was it not probable that he had 
changed the address given to the diamond 
merchant, and betaken himself to safer quar- 
ters ? For though he could not be identified 
by means of the name he had assumed, he 
might be so by the jewels themselves. 

The Hotel de la Fontaine was one of 
considerable pretensions, and it struck Mr. 
Barlow's practical mind that if Matthew Hel- 
ston had resided there ever since his coming 
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to Paris, one at least of the Pargiter diamonds 
must have been disposed of to defray his ex- 
penses. That he should have chosen so 
ambitious a place of residence at all was 
utterly inconsistent with his old habits of 
economy, but why should they have re- 
mained to him when every other rule of his 
life had been negatived and overturned ? 

The comtyard of the inn was open to the 
street, and over the left hand of the gate was 
the porter's lodge, to which Mr. Barlow at 
last advanced with a determined step and 
inquired for Mr. Butt. There was a board in 
the lodge containing the names of the occu- 
pants of the hotel, with a star against those 
who had passed the gate that morning and 
left their names with the concierge, 

Mr. Butt, it appeared, had done so, for 
that official (who could speak English) re- 
plied that Monsieur was not within. 

'Do you know when he will return?' 
inquired Mr. Barlow. 

The concierge did not know. As a rule 
Mr. Butt left the hotel after breakfast and 
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did not return till midday. * Madame, how- 
ever/ he added, * was in as usual/ 

To Mr. Barlow, albeit far from an im- 
aginative man, that ' as usual ' had a great 
significance. He read in it — ^that is, in the 
fact of her being usually left alone — a story 
of satiety and repentance. Matthew, he sus- 
pected, had already become tired of the 
object of his guilty passion, or had failed to 
find in it a Lethe balm against the stings of 
conscience. 

' Did Monsieur wish to see Madame ? ' 

The question startled him not a little, 
for among all the embarrassing positions that 
had presented themselves to his apprehension 
he had certainly never contemplated a tete- 
a-tete with Miss Phoebe Mayson. 

Still, was it not possible that there had 
been a reciprocity of disillusion ? That the 
girl might herself have repented of her bar- 
gain, and be not indisposed to release herself 
from such ties as bound her to the runaway? 
If he could persuade her so to do, it struck 
Mr. Barlow — though, it must be confessed, 
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with considerable vagueness — ^that he would 
be advancing Sabey's interest. In any case 
by an interview with this young woman he 
n)ight obtain some information respecting 
Matthew's true position. 

'Yes/ he answered, with a sudden im- 
pulse, * I will see the lady.' 

Whereupon a waiter was summoned, who 
conducted him to Mr. Butt's apartments, 
which were on the third floor. 
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CHAPTEE XLVn. 

WITH PHCEBE MAYSON. 

Having brought Mr. Barlow to the door of 
No. 53, the waiter discreetly left him there 
to proceed as he thought fit, for which that 
gentleman hardly knew whether to be grate- 
ful or otherwise, the business on hand being 
such a very delicate one. However, the 
more he thought about it the less he felt 
very sure he was likely to Uke it, so he 
knocked gently with his knuckles. There 
was no answer, but he heard a rustle of silk, 
as of someone rising hastily from her chair ; 
then he knocked again more sharply. 

' Come in,' said a female voice in Eng- 
lish. 

The next moment he stood in the same 
room with the speaker, but not face to face 
with her. She had been sitting, as he con- 
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jectured, by the door, but had hastily moved 
away at his summons and retired into a 
recess near the window, where she stood in 
shadow. A tall, slight woman, but of 
shapely figure, with a great deal of fine 
brown hair — much lighter, it struck him, 
than Amy's — and a pair of beautiful eyes 
marred by tears. The tears were not stand- 
ing in them, but had only just been swept 
away, and their traces, notwithstanding the 
precaution she had taken, were distinct 
enough to him. 

'Your business, sir?' she inquired sharply, 
in a tone of annoyance rather than alarm, 
though she looked frightened also. 

' It is with Mr. Butt,' said Mr. Barlow. 

' My husband is not in. Did they not tell 
you so at the gate ? ' 

' Yes, madam ; but they could give me 
no other infonnation — such as when he 
would be likely to return, for example — so I 
ventured to come up.' 

'I know nothing of Mr. Butt's move 
ments,' she said stolidly. ' If you have any 
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message for him, however, you can leave 

it; 

*Just so. That is what I wish to do. 
May I take it for granted that you are aware 
of his object in coming to Paris ? ' 

She hesitated and changed colour; her 
eyes glanced round the little sitting-room, 
as if in search of something that might be 
lying on chair or table ; then answered, * No, 
sir ; I know nothing of Mr. Butt's business 
matters.' 

*You know at least, however, that the 
name he now passes under is not his real 
name ? ' 

* That can scarcely be your business, sir,' 
she replied haughtily, and drawing herself 
up to her full height. She was certainly 
very beautiful ; more so by far than her 
picture made her out to be, though at that 
moment, being posee and so far not herself, 
she resembled it more than at first. But 
its expression of gaiety and abandon was 
altogether absent from the original ; she 
looked careworn, and wan and pale, ex- 
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cept for the flush of anger that his question 
had called into her cheek. 

'Pray forgive me if I appear rude, 
madam/ continued Mr. Barlow. * My mis-^ 
sion is so urgent.' 

' Still it can hardly concern me^ sir,' she 
put in. 

* Pardon me, but it does, madam — at least 
partly. I am come here on behalf of one 
whom both of you have wronged, though 
not, indeed, in the same proportion.' 

* I have wronged no one.' 

*Not wilfully, madam, let us hope; 
though it is difficult for one to believe 
that you are unaware that Mr. Butt, as 
he calls himself, is a married man.' 

' Married ! How dare you say so ? It 
is false.' 

She spoke with passion, but not, as Mr. 
Barlow thought, with that indignation which 
a woman who had really been deceived 
would have exhibited. Indeed, now he 
came to think about it, it was hardly 
possible that Phoebe Mayson, however cut 



174 A CONFIDENTIAL AGENT. 

off by her own act from her former .life 
and its sources of information, could have 
been ignorant of Matthew's marriage. 

* Unhappily, madam, it is true. You 
have been the cause, even though it be 
the imconscious cause, of the desolation of 
a happy household, of the desertion of a 
loving and most trustful wife.' 

To his siuprise she uttered a shrill and 
scornful laugh. 'That is too much,' she 
said. * You are exceeding your instructions 
— ^I know now from whom you come.' 

' If you do so, madam, there is no need 
for bitterness, but for pity ; and, I must add, 
for contrition. It is a poor triumph to exidt 
over the pure and innocent; and, if I am 
not mistaken, will be a shortlived one.' 

' Are you an actor ? ' she exclaimed con- 
temptuously. ' Or are you a madman ? ' 

* My name is Frank Barlow ; shall I tell 
you what was yours before you became 
Lucy Mortlock, or Mrs. Butt? It was 
Phcebe Mayson.' 

She had advanced a step or two in her 
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excitement, but now shrank back into the 
recess again ; her limbs trembled visibly and 
her voice shook as she rephed, * What if it 
was? What is that to you or anybody?* 
The last word had a pitiful touch in it 
which did not escape the other's ear. 

'To me, indeed, nothing,' he rephed, 
but everything to her whom you have 
wronged. If you were anyone but Phoebe 
Mayscm, who won his first love and cast 
it from you, neither your beauty nor any 
wiles at your command would have sufficed 
to steal her husband from her. As it is, 
taking advantage of that treacherous weapon, 
you have pierced her heart with it. Nay, 
more, you have not only seduced him from 
his home and the true hearts that loved him, 
but you have been the cause — ^is it possible 
that you cannot know it? — of his forsaking the 
path of honesty and disgracing his name and 
nature. Yes, woman, it hes at your door, 
and no other's, that Matthew Helston is a 
thief.' 

'Matthew Helston!' She clasped her 
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hands to her bosom and stared at him in 
wild amazement. 'Matthew Helston?' she 
reiterated. *What do you know of him? 
or rather what Hes are these you have heard 
about him and dare repeat to me — to me f 
Matthew Helston a thief! He is an angel! 
He is a man without a fault, except that 
years ago he trusted to a woman's word. I 
thought myself debased and shamed beyond 
all human creatures/ she exclaimed with 
sudden vehemence, ' but you, you slanderer 
and blasphemer, you are viler yet.' 

Mr. Barlow answered nothing, but quietly 
took from his pocket a newspaper contain- 
ing the offer of the reward for Helston's 
apprehension, and pointed to it with his 
finger. 

* It is a lie,' she muttered between her 
teeth ; ' he never took those jewels.' 

* How do you know that ? ' inquired Mr. 
Barlow quietly. 'Have you any evidence 
to prove the contrary ? ' 

'I know it because I know Am,' she 
answered. 'Evidence! Do you think a 
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man who has been scorned and cheated, 
and forgives ' 

*One moment, madam/ interposed th3 
lawyer earnestly. 'You are altogether in 
error in supposing that I wish aught but 
good to Matthew Helston ; nay, if it were 
possible, I would not thinlc aught but good 
of him. I am here on behalf of him and 
his. If you, too, wish him well ' 

*Wish him well?' she echoed, clasping 
her hands together. ' I would give — though 
that, indeed, would be a worthless gift — my 
very life to serve him.' 

' I know not whether you can serve him, 
madam,' returned the lawyer gravely, 'but 
it is possible. There are passages in his life, 
it appears, of which those who thought they 
knew him best are ignorant. If you will, 
you can throw light upon them, and in so 
doing, it may be, cast a gleam on what is at 
present the profoundest mystery. He has 
been lost to wife and child and friends for 
many days ; and with him, as you read, have 
disappeared these jewels. It was my own 

VOL. III. N 
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impression-^now, I perceive, a &lse one— 
that he had fled with you to France/ 

. *With me? No, no, sir,' she answered 
in a gentle, piteous voice. 'He has been 
good and kind to me, but his love for me is 
dead. How should it be otherwise, since I 
am base and vile, and he of all men knows 
it best? It might have been at one time. 
Look you, a man thirsts — sees a fair and 
running brook, but cannot reach it; later 
on and lower down it becomes accessible 
enough, but, since it has run through muddy 
ways, he turns from it with loathing. So it 
was with him and me. I never loved him 
as he should be loved, for I was never 
worthy, but for the sake of the old times, 
and though all was soil and sin with me, he 
took compassion on me. There was a man, 
no matter who, for whom I forsook him. 
After a little this man gi-ew tired of me and 
cast me off — as I deserved. Then I fell 
lower and lower. Once, lately, Matthew 
Helston saw me in the street and spoke to 
me — words that he meant for kindness. 
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but which were coals of fire. He was but 
poor himself, yet he ofiered me help — ^which 
I refused — to lift me from the mire. But I 
took my own way. This man who calls 
himself Mr. Butt offered me marriage. To 
be the wife of even one like him (God help 
me) was promotion. Why, you are asking 
yourself, should he have conferred it on 
me? I did not put that question to 
myself, but had I done so I should have 
answered that I still had attractions for 
eyes like his ; that no honest woman 
would have married him, and that to those 
of the baser sort I was superior in many 
ways. Not a very exalted estimate, you 
will say, of my poor merits ; yet it seems 
I had appraised them far too high. He 
went through the form of marriage, indeed ; 
but I have reason to know that it was null 
and void ; and so far (I say it, though a 
woman — ^so you may judge what I have 
suffered) I am thankful to him.' 

Her tone throughout was one of the 
deepest humiliation and despondency, save 

k2 
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when she spoke of the man passing as 
her husband, when the memory of recent 
cruelty and insult seemed to rouse a mo- 
mentary bitterness. 

Mr. Barlow, though scandalised, was 
touched. Whatever sins this woman had 
committed, he felt she had been punished 
for them. 

*If this man is not your husband,' he 
said gently, * you can escape from him. If 
my advice can be of any service — or you 
require the means to return to England ' 

* I thank you, sir,' she said, with less of 
gratitude, however, in her tone than self- 
contempt, *but what becomes of me is a 
small matter. We were speaking of Matthew 
Helston.' 

'True; I was in hopes that you could 
tell me how this Mr. Butt was in possession 
of the fact that Helston was in Paris and 
endeavouring to dispose of the jewels. That 
it is so I have reason to know, since I have 
just come from M. Monteur, a diamond mer- 
chant ' 
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* la the Kue de Bris ? * interrupted the 
other/ 

* Yes ; how did you know that ? ' 

* Mr. Butt has been there on business, to 
my knowledge.* 

' Indeed ! On what business ? ' 

' I believe to sell some family diamonds. 
That is what I thought you came about. 
There is something amiss with them, I'm 
certain. I thought they might be lying 
about the room when you came in, which 
frightened me.' 

' Have you ever seen them ? ' inquired the 
lawyer quickly. 

'Yes; Mr. Butt showed them to me 
quite recently.' 

' Are they like these ? ' inquired Mr. Bar- 
low, producing the drawing of the parure. 

She shook her head. 'I cannot tell,' 
she said; 'they have been taken out of 
their setting ; that is what first aroused my 
suspicions.' 

' You say, " first aroused." Did anything 
afterwards confirm them ? ' 
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* Well, I cannot say they were confirmed 
before you put your questions. This man, 
however— ray husband, as he is called — ^has 
been nervous, fidgety, and, I think, alarmed 
of late. He receives many telegrams which 
seem to annoy him. He is out, as he says, 
on business, all day long, and returns dis- 
satisfied and disappointed. He was par- 
ticularly so after his visit to the Kue de 
Bris. I know he went there, for I waited 
for him in the cab outside.' 

' I think I have it,' exclaimed Mr. Barlow 
eagerly. 'See here, this is a full-length 
portrait of Matthew Helston ; does it bear 
any resemblance to Mr. Butt ? ' 

Again she shook her head. *Not in 
the least,' she said contemptuously. *It is 
Hyperion to a Satyr.' 

Mr. Barlow's countenance fell. ' Please, 
however, to describe the man.' 

* He is of middle height and rather stoutly 
built. His hair is brown ; his expression as 
I have said, dissatisfied and gloomy.' 

Mr. Barlow struck his palms together 
with a cry of triumph. 
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* It is as I suspected ; though unlike to 
the eye, the descriptions of these two men 
tally tolerably well. Helston never went to 
the Eue de Bris, but only Mr. Butt. And 
Mr. Butt is Captain Langton.' 

' It is possible/ returned the other coolly. 
* He told me but yesterday that he married 
me under a feigned name. Does that throw 
light on anything ? ' 

* It does, it does ; much light,' answered 
the lawyer thoughtfully ; * but not enough. 
The question of what became of Helston on 
that night in Moor Street, even if this Lang- 
ton is the thief, remains as dark as ever.' 

' Moor Street, Moor Street ? ' repeated the 
other ; ' where have I seen that name before ? ' 

* Think, madam, think,' exclaimed the 
lawyer earnestly. 'Everything may hang 
upon your reply.' 

' No, I remember now,' she said, after a 
moment's reflection ; * I have not seen it, 
but I have heard it spoken of.' 

'By whom? By Butt?' 

'Yes. He has read a telegram in my 
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presence with Moor Street in it. I fed cer- 
tain of it.' 

* How came he to do that ? ' 

*He did not know that he was doing 
it These telegrams which are continually 
arriving seem to excite him strangely.' 

* Can you let me see one of them ? * 

* I cannot ; he destroys them directly he 
has read them. But stay — ^they sometimes 
come in his absence. I will open the next 
and let you have a copy of it. I will search 
his papers ; no stone shall be left unturned 
to aid you in your discovery.' 

* But that may get you into trouble ; the 
man is, by your own showing, a ruffian, and, 
as we have now reason to believe, in des- 
perate case.' 

* I told you that for Matthew Helston's 
sake 1 would lay down my life,' she inter- 
rupted vehemently. * But you need not fear 
on my account. I am a match for him in 
wits, and will be careful. That reminds me 
that he may return at any moment. He must 
not find you here. Give me your address, 
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and trust to me. To-morrow morning, at 
latest — ^perhaps to-night — ^you will have a 
line from me.' 

* But money may be wanting/ urged Mr. 
Barlow, producing his purse. 

' No, no,' she cried imploringly ; * I have 
a few shillings of my own, which will be 
sufficient ; let me do him what good I can at 
my own cost. Go, go, and trust to me.' 

Mr. Barlow did trust impUdtly in her 
goodwill to help him. He understood, if 
he did not wholly appreciate, the woman's 
desire to show her gratitude to Matthew, 
and her devotion to his interests ; but of the 
result he was far from sanguine. That 
Langton was at all events a participator in 
the robbery in Moor Street he had little 
doubt ; that the diamonds in his possession 
were Lady Pargiter's he was almost certain, 
since M. Monteur had recognised them ; but 
the proof of this, he felt, would be far from 
easy. If the girl had still possessed any 
hold upon Langton's affections 3he might, 
perhaps, have wormed out of him something 
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of great importance ; but it was plain that 
the ill-iissorted pair had quarrelled. The 
man must know that, every moment during 
which the jewels remained undisposed of, his 
position was growing more perilous ; he was 
already, she had said,^ suspicious and alarmed ; 
how was it possible, then, that she could 
throw him off his guard, so as to obtain from 
him any information ? She had promised to 
search his effects, but it was very improbable 
that he would suffer anything of a compro- 
mising character to be in existence. If even 
he could be seized (which he could not, since 
there was no warrant for his apprehension), 
and the diamonds found upon him, that 
would only affect the man himself — ^it would 
not bring him (Mr. Barlow) one hair's- 
breadth nearer to the object of his mission. 

He went back to his hotel, locked him- 
self into his room, and set to work to think 
the matter over ; but it surprised himself, 
considering the strength of the impressions 
and suspicions which crowded his mind, how 
very little he could make of them as regarded 
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Matthew. That Langton, indeed, had an 
object in representing Helston as the thief 
was evident ; but there was no sort of clue 
to his having any real knowledge either of 
him or his whereabouts. 

In the end he wrote a long and minute 
account of all that had come to his know- 
ledge since his arrival in Paris to Mr. Brail ; 
and bade him hold himself in readiness to 
act at once on the receipt of any telegram. 

Up to midnight, at which hour he re- 
tired to seek the rest he so much needed, 
no message had arrived for him from Phoebe 
Mayson. 
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CHAPTER XLVni. 



THE VICTIM. 



Notwithstanding his anxieties and the eider- 
down quilt, Mr. Barlow slept soundly for 
some hours, and would doubtless have con- 
tinued to sleep, but for a very curious 
circumstance. He had been dreaming, of 
course, of Amy. There were some obstacles 
to his union with her (quite different to those 
which really existed), and he had overcome 
them by running away with her (which in 
real life he would certainly never have dreamt 
of), only he had no money to pay the coach- 
man, who was (naturally enough) very im- 
patient. 

* I am the coachman,' the man was saying. 
' Eemember the coachman, coachman, coach- 
man.' When he. went so far as to poke Mr. 
Barlow in the ribs with his whip-handle that 
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gentleman awoke and found himself in the 
presence of two soldiers in uniform, one of 
whom was bringing the rays of a dark lan- 
tern to bear du'ectly upon his half-closed 
eyes, and the other was addressing him as 
* CochonJ 

*Who the deuce are you?' exclaimed 
Mr. Barlow with all an Englishman's indig- 
nation at this intrusion in his apartment, and 
especially at a military occupation of it. 

' We are here in the name of the law,' 
was the reply in French. * You must come 
along with us immediately.' 

One word of this only, ' hi,' was intel- 
ligible to Mr. Barlow, but it helped him to 
understand that, in spite of their swords and 
their furious aspect, these men were police- 
men, and not soldiers. 

His hand dived under his pillow and pro- 
duced a phrase-book and a pocket-dictionary, 
which never left the neighbourhood of his 
person, and by aid of the former he inquired 
what they wanted, and what was the matter. 
By the aid of the latter he learnt that he 
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was wanted at the Hotel de la Fontaine, and 
that the cause was Murder. 

* Great Heavens ! it must bg poor Phoebe 
Mayson/ cried he, with a start of horror; 
' and that villain Langton must have done it:' 

His excitement and indignation were so 
extreme that the manifestation of them, had 
he been accused of the crime, would in all 
probability— duly manipulated by the Judge 
of Instruction — ^have brought him to the 
guillotine ; but fortunately the suspicions of 
the poUce had not taken this direction. 

He sprang out of bed and huddled on his 
clothes with fingers that trembled with pas- 
sion, and even with remorse. It flashed 
upon him in an instant that the poor girl had 
come to her death at the hands of her par- 
amour in the performance of the service 
that he (Barlow) had himself suggested. For 
the first time in his life — or at all events 
since he had served his articles — ^he burst 
into expressions which were certainly not to 
be found in his French and English diction- 
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ary. The beauty of the woman, the wretch- 
edness of her situation, her tenderness, het 
resolution (alas ! so self-sacrificing) to obtain 
at all risks some tidings of her lost loVe, 
recurred to him with terrible force and dis- 
tinctness, and stirred his nature to its depths, 
* The wild beast of force that hves within the 
sinews of man ' was aroused within him. For 
the ''moment the one wish of this peace- 
loving, law-abiding man was to find himself 
face to face with her assassin. 

As he passed out of the gate between the 
two gendarmes^ and got into the^acr^ await- 
ing them there, the porter exclaimed to him- 
self, ' There goes a murderer. Who would 
have thought it to have seen him yesterday P 
Bah; why should one wonder? He is 
English.' 

But even if he had understood him !Mj. 
Barlow would have cared nothing. 

' Est'il mort ? ' inquired the poor fellow 
of his companions piteously, at which they 
shruggged their shoulders, smiled, and 
(thinking, of course, from his use of the 
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masciiliue, that he referred to the criminal), 
replied, ' Well, not at present. The little 
knife ' (their euphemism for the guillotine) 
* does not work quite so quick/ 

But as it happened poor Phoebe was not 
yet dead — only dying and speechless, as the 
Commissary of Police, who was in waiting at 
the door of the hotel, informed Mr. Barlow 
in broken English, The criminal was in 
custody elsewhere, but Pauvre Madame was 
upstairs, and wished to see him. He was 
conducted to the same room in which he had 
seen her a few hours ago, but which was 
now occupied by certain official persons. One 
of them, eijuge depaix, informed him in Eng- 
lish that he had been taking the declaration 
of Madame, who lay in the inner apartment. 
A doctor was with her, who would presently 
summon Monsieur to her bedside. 

' Is there no hope ? ' inquired Mr. Barlow, 
deeply affected. 

The magistrate shook his head. ' She 
has received half a dozen stabs, any one of 
which, says the doctor, would be enough to 
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kill her. The bleeding has been averted for 
the moment, but not before she swooned 
away. Ma foil what carnage — and what 
beauty ! But monsieur knows her ? ' 

Twenty-four hours ago Mr. Barlow would 
not, perhaps, have felt complimented at such 
knowledge being imputed to him ; but all 
that was changed now. To his inward ey^ 
the unhappy girl appeared not a saint, indeed, 
but a martyr. He bowed his head in grave 
acquiescence, and asked if it was known why 
the crime had been committed. 

The juge de paix^ a bright little old man, 
who applied himself to his snuff-box every 
other minute in a manner that suggested 
the pecking of a bird, here slirugged his 
shoulders and held his head and hands side- 
ways, as though he were clasping an invisible 
Punch's baton. ' Ah, well, I suppose it was 
the old story. There was an open desk and 
letters strewn about ; Madame had been im- 
prudent, and her husband was transported 
with jealousy.' 

' Permit me to say that your suppositioti 

VOL. III. 
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• is entirely incorrect/ said Mr. Barlow quickly. 
It was offensive to him that this unhappy 
jYoman should be thus misrepresented in the 
very last — and perhaps the best — action of 
her hfe. ' The cause of quarrel was, I have 
reason to believe, something entirely different. 
The desk and letters, it will be found, were 
the man's, not hers; she was seeking for 
information on a friend's account, not her 
own, which, as I apprehend, this fellow 
resented.' 

* Eesented ! Ma foi 1 There is no doubt 

^that he killed her for it. He was a powerful 

man, and one stab, as I have said, would 

have been her deathblow ; biit in his passion 

he struck again and again.' 

' Great Heavens ! How frightful ! ' ex- 
claimed Mr. Barlow. * How was it, if this 
. happened as you say, that the poor woman 
could cry out ? ' 

'She did not cry out, or at least no one 
heard her. The murderer, having done his 
work, thought himself quite secure. He had 
packed his carpet-bag, and would have got 
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clean off but for the police, who in Paris are 
intelligent, prompt, and vigilant to a degree 
that is astonishing.' 

It was curious, and struck Mr. Barlow 
with some disgust, that in this anteroom of 
death his companion should thus discourse so 
lightly, even to the extent of praising the 
local constabulary. 

' But, whatever the intelligence of your 
police,' he answered grimly, * they could 
scarcely have foreseen the murder before its 
commission.' 

* Tnie ; but it was not on account of the 
murder that they were here at all ; that was 
merely a fortunate coincidence ; they came 
to arrest the man for another crime.' 

' Indeed ! ' 

* Yes, for trying to extract money — what 
is your legal phrase ? — ^well, to extract money 
under false pretences. He had been endea- 
vouring to palm off upon certain jewellers 
sham diamonds in place of real ones. Only, 
instead of catching a swindler, we caught a 
murderer.' 

2 
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This tidings, so wholly unexpected, would, 
under any other circumstances, have both 
astonished and interested Mr. Barlow ; but 
just now more serious affairs were pressing 
upon him. 

* How was it,' he inquired, * that you 
came to send for me ? ' 

' Well, after the assassin had been secured 
Madame recovered a little ; she gasped out 
a few words in English, which it was my 
duty to take down, and they expressed a 
wish to see you. Moreover, there was a 
memorandum found upon Madame, addressed 
to you, which presently ' 

Here the door of the inner apartment 
opened, and out came the doctor with grave 
face, followed by a female servant of the 
hotel in tears. 

* The gentleman is too late,' he said, with 
a glance at the Englishman ; ' the poor lady 
is dead.' 

For one moment the young lawyer s heart 
had no room for aught but sorrow and pity ; 
but the next the fate of the dead was for- 
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gotten in the interests of the living. ' Has 
she, then, died in vain,' thought he, * as 
respects Matthew ? ' 

* Would monsieur like to step in ? ' in- 
quired the magistrate, pointing to the other 
apartnient. 

Monsieur did not like it; was, indeed, 
very far from liking it ; but he somehow felt 
it to be his duty to see the last of poor 
Phoebe, so followed the other into the 
room. 

She was lying on one of the two little 
beds with which the room was furnished, 
with her eyes closed, and but for the ex- 
treme pallor of her face she might have been 
taken to be asleep. The doctor, from rever- 
ence or sentiment, had crossed her hands 
upon her bosom, and the housemaid had 
placed in them a little waxen flower which 
had formed the ornament of the mantelpiece. 
She might have been a saint, poor soul, so 
far as looks went. 

' Things were very different when I first 
arrived here,' observed the magistrate, after 
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a long silence ; * but, you see, we have put 
them straight/ 

' In our country/ answered Mr. Barlow 
in his judicial tone (for his tender feelings 
had got the better of him, and of course he 
was ashamed of them), * everything would 
have been left as it was for official investi- 
gation/ 

* You forget that the poor young lady 
was alive, monsieur, and yet could not be 
moved. I made my notes, and then we set 
things comfortable for her. We are a nation 
that cannot under any circumstances forget 
our politeness/ And the Frenchman bowed, 
with the palms of his hands outwards, as if 
in illustration of his remark. 

' You have done eveiy thing you could 
for my poor countrywoman, and I thank 
you,' said Mr. Barlow warmly. ' You spoke 
of some memorandum.' 

* Yes ; I have it here. I can let you see 
it, but for the present, of course, it is the 
property of the Law ; that must be our 
excuse, although it bears your address upon 
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it, for our having possessed ourselves of its 
contents.' \ 

He produced from his breast-pocket a 
little note, unsealed, and folded hurriedly, 
together in a triangular form. Mr. Barlow 
took it, not without a shudder (for it was 
covered with blood). 

' Yes, indeed,' said the other in answer 
to his look of horror, * it is the saddest of 
billet doux. The blood on it is madame's 
heart's blood. It is torn, too. My impres- 
sion is that there was a struggle for it, during 
which she thrust it into her bosom, where 
we found it. In his rage and fear the assas- 
sin, after he had stabbed her, must have 
forgotten it.' 

With fingers that trembled as much with 
emotion as with anxiety Mr. Barlow unfolded 
the note, which was literally sodden with 
blood. The words were straggling, hardly 
legible, and had evidently been written in 
great haste or excitement. 

' M. H is still in Moor No 

starving. For God's haste.' 
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The blanks occurred in the places where 
the paper had been torn off. 

* Does monsieur understand it ? ' inquired 
the Frenchman with great interest. 

' Yes, no — ^that is, but partially. It may 
be of the greatest importance/ 

'And it has also, of course, the very 
deepest interest for monsieur.' 

' Indeed, indeed it has,' sighed Mr. Bar- 
low. 

'Then look, sir. In any other case it 
would have been my duty to retain it ; but 
in such circumstances as these, when the 
assassin has, as it were, been taken in the 
very act, I think the law may waive its right. 
The note is monsieur's.' 

'You are most kind,' said Mr. Barlow 
earnestly. 'In return for such unexpected 
courtesy I can only say that I shall remain 
at my present address, at your service, in case 
my testimony in this unhappy matter should 
be necessary.* 

Then he tiu-ned for a last look at poor 
Phoebe. As he gazed upon the pale sweet 



THE VICTIM. 20I 

face, never more to know remorse or dis- 
grace, he felt something cold placed gently 
in his hand. It was a pair of scissors. The 
action would certainly never have occurred 
to himself, but, thus suggested, he cut off a 
lock of the dead woman's hair and placed it 
in his pocket-book. 

' Madame is in Heaven ; monsieur will 
consequently meet her again,' said \kiii juge 
de paix consolingly. In his own mind he 
had not the shadow of a doubt that the 
blameless Mr. Barlow had been her lover. 
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CHAPTER XLIX. 



A NEW ARRIVAL. 



' How can ye pipe, ye little birds, and I so 
weary, full of care ? ' inquires the poet in 
his desolation; and the demonstration of 
happiness in our fellow-creatures, the while 
we are ourselves bowed down with trouble, 
jars on us even more cruelly than the glad 
voices of nature. It was Christmas-time, and 
into the bereaved little household in Caven- 
dish Grove some echoes of the surrounding 
jollity perforce penetrated. Husbands came 
home from business, not for a few hours 
only, but for one or two days of gladsome 
leisure, and were received with shouts of 
delight from their juveniles. Sabey heard 
them, and for once could not thank Heaven 
for the happiness of children. No holly 
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decked the house as in old times ; Matthew, 
old-fashioned in his habits, and somewhat 
conventional in his observances, had been 
fond of ' keeping Christmas ' in the ancient 
fashion ; and the women, country-bred, had 
been wont to adorn every room with glisten- 
ing leaf and ruddy berry; but they could 
not do so now, for it would have been but a 
mockery of their woe. Below stairs, indeed, 
the servant girl had permission, as usual, to 
invite her father and mother to the annual 
feast; but even she felt the gloom of 
Matthew's absence, for master was— or, alas! 
had been — a great favourite with her, as 
masters will be who never speak a cross 
word. Mary did not pretend to understand 
the ins and outs of the Moor Street question, 
but she had the faith which brings forth 
works ; for when the butcher's boy had 
ventured to tell her, not in malice, but as an 
interesting piece of news, that a reward was 
offered for Mr. Helston's apprehension on the 
charge of having stolen ' diamants,' she had 
slapped one cheek for him with such good 
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will that — ^notwithstanding the season — ^he 
had not dreamt of offering the other, but had 
fled incontinently. Even the sprig of mistle- 
toe which the greengrocer's man had brought 
as a free gift had been received with a ' Drat 
your imperence ! ' instead of that ' Get along 
with you ! ! ' which, while seeming to dis- 
courage, had invited him on previous oc- 
casions. 

Her ' other master,' as she sometimes 
entitled Uncle Stephen — being not so inde- 
pendent of spirit on her own account as on 
that of others — she described as being ' very 
low in his mind,' which she had plenty of 
opportunities of observing while she waited 
upon him at his lonely meals. For there were 
now times when even Amy had not the 
courage or the strength to share them. It 
was not mere disinclination that prevented 
her doing so. Although wounded to the 
very core by the apostasy of Mr. Durham 
with respect to Matthew, she was just enough 
to perceive that he was not to blame for 
being unable to resist the force of conviction. 
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and never for a moment did she forget the 
obligations which she, and Sabey, and Mat- 
thew himself, were under to the good old 
man. It was her duty certainly to have 
borne him company in his solitude and she 
would have done so had it been possible. 
But her spirits, already depressed by the 
, catastrophe of Matthew, had been for the 
present fairly broken down by the loss, of 
her lover. With Sabey, indeed, she kept up 
the appearance of philosophy ; for to have 
shown herself as she really was would have 
been to add a grievous weight to her sister's 
burden ; but this effort to hide her feelings 
cost her dear, and rendered her still more 
unfit for the companionship of others. 

On Christmas-day, however, she did make 
shift to come down to dinner. (Sabey also 
had attempted to do so, but some pang of 
recollection, or association, had proved too 
intense for her at the last moment, and she 
had remained upstairs with baby.) The meal 
was early, and, as it happened, it was the 
first time Mr. Durham and herself h^ad met 



2o6 A CONFIDENTIAL AGENT. 

that morning. He looked very worn and 
wan, but mustered up a smile to greet her. 

* If I do not wish you a happy Christmas, 
Amy,' he said, in a low and gentle tone, ' you 
will understand the reason.' 

Even that was too much for the poor 
girl — or perhaps it was the tenderness with 
which he spoke that moved her — and she 
burst into tears. 

* I am glad to see you cry, my dear,' he 
said simply. * Do not be ashamed of it,' he 
added, perceiving her efforts to restrain her- 
self ; ' I would cry too if I could. How is 
Sabey?' 

'The same — ^the same. Only, I think, 
the day — ^being what it is — ^has upset her.' 

Mr. Durham sighed and held up his 
hands. 

'Christmas-day,' he murmured bitterly. 
' " Glad tidings of great joy I " ' 

'It has done me good, however,' said 
Amy humbly. ' It has reminded me of my 
duty — my loving duty. Will you kiss me 
and forgive me. Uncle Stephen ? ' 
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'I will kiss you, my dear, but I have 
nothing to forgive/ 

* Yes, yes, I have done wrong. Matthew 
himself would say so if he could speak. I 
have been hard and cruel to you.' 

' Not to me, my dear, not to me, but to 
yourself — and to another.' 

' Then I ask his pardon too,' she miu:- 
mured. 

'May I tell him so?' 

' No, no ; that is — ^any message from me 
would be misunderstood.' 

'Do you know whither he is gone, 
Amy?' . 

' No ; don't tell me ; all is over between 
us, past and gone for ever. Spare me, I 
beseech you, spare me,' she added implor- 
ingly. 

'Well, we will speak no more of him just 

now. I wish you to know, however, that 
his last act before leaving England •' 

'England?'. 

' Yes ; I say his last act was to draw up a 
will for me by which dear Sabey will very 
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soon be freed from at least material anxieties. 
I mention it in case, for her child's sake, 
isuch fears, in addition to her other woes, 
should be pressing upon her.' 

' How good and kind you are ! ' 

'She does not think so/ sighed Uncle 
Stephen. 

' Indeed, indeed she does,' cried Amy 
earnestly. 

'And does she know how I have been 
convinced against my will as regards Mat- 
thew ? ' inquired the old man eagerly. 

* Oh, no ; oh, no. If she did— with me, 
much as I love Matthew and beheve in him, 
and shall do so while life is in me, it is dif- 
ferent — ^but ' 

'"But if Sabey knew," you were about 
to say.' 

' Uncle Stephen, she must never know.' 

'I understand. If she did, she would 
not take a penny of my money, dead or 
alive ; and never forgive me.' 

' Indeed I fear it.' 

'But if, in the meantime, something 
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eliould occur which puts beyond all doubt — 
idl hope — the question on which we differ? ' 

' You mean if Matthew should be proved 
guilty?' 

' Yes. Do not be angry ; I merely put 
a supposititious case ; if you will have it so, an 
impossible one.' 

'In such a case,' said Amy slowly, ' the 
child might benefit by your good intentions ; 
the mother would die. But there can be no 
such proof.' 

Here there was a loud double knock at 

■ » 

the front door. ' What is that ? ' cried Amy, 
with a quick start. 

* I cannot tell. It may be what I fear and 
you deny.' 

She shook her head. 'It is not that,' 
she said. 

' And yet you shuddered. Amy.' 

'Yes; because it may be tidings of his 
death — of his dishonour never.' 

Here the door opened, and the servant- 
m^aid was pushed aside by a short, spare old 
man, with withered face, but keen ,.and 
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piercing eyes. ' How are you ? ' he said 
quickly. ' You don't know me, but I know 
you. You're Mr. Durham — his uncle, hke 
myself; and you are Amy Thurlow, his wife's 
sister.' 

* It is Mr. Eoger Helston, from Latbury,' 
explained Amy to Uncle Stephen. 

' Yes, I believe so ; though things have 
happened enough to make one doubt one's 
own identity,' put in the visitor with 
irritation. * What is the meaning of it — this 
reward for Matthew's apprehension ? 

* It is an infamous and lying charge made 
by Lady Pargiter,' answered Amy. 

' Of course it is. My nephew, and a 
thief! Why, damn her impudence, I'd as 
soon beUeve he was — well, a unicorn. But 
what does it mean ? I'll make her pay for 
it; he shall have the best counsel in all 
England — Stork must lead — if it costs me a 
thousand pounds. Well lay the damages at 
ten thousand. Where is he ? ' 

* Heaven only knows,' said Mr. Durham 
gravely. 
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* Oh, I see,' replied the other impetuously : 
' Matthew has not turned up yet. Stork 
shall be retained, however, forthwith. My 
nephew and a Helston callal a thief ! That 
shall cost her ladyship a pretty penny. 
Where's Matthew's wife ? ' 

*She is upstairs, sir,' said Amy, *too 
unwell both in mind and body ' 

* Ay, ay, sick and sorry too, no doubt^' 
interrupted the other brusquely. 'I see 
you are going to dine. As I have touched 
nothing since I read this cussed thing at 
Latbury last night, I'll just sit down and 
peck a bit. At meals I never listen to any 
matter of moment, the discussion of which 
always interferes with digestion; but after 
dinner you shall tell me what it all means.' 

The first tidings Mr. Helston senior had 
heard of Matthew's disappearance had, it 
seemed, been derived from the publication 
of the reward, since he had just returned 
from America, whither he had been on im- 
portant business. If it was not his habit to 
listen to other people at dinner, that did not 

p2 



212 A CONFIDENTIAL AGENT. 

prevent his talking himself, and before the 
meal was over he had put his companions in 
full possession of the reasons for his presence 
in Cavendish Grove. 

After Matthew's departure from Latbury 
he had missed him much, and would gladly 
havie held out the hand of reconciUation. 
He seemed to have expected that the young 
fellow would have made the first advance ; 
but, as he did not do so, pride stepped in 
and moved him to send for a far-away 
cousin of about the same age as Matthew 
to fill his place in the office. This youngster, 
as he had previously satisfiied himself, had 
one good point — ^he had not the slightest 
leaning towards the mechanical arts. But 
with this negative virtue his merits appeared 
to have ended. No Madge had any metal 
to attract him, but on the other hand he had 
been very impressionable to the charms of 
Moll and Bet. His behaviour, indeed, had 
scandahsed the old lawyer not a little. 
'Now, Matthew,' said the old man (as 
though poor Amy had been a lay figure), 
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* had only made a fool of himself with gals 
on two occasions; the first was a mere 
fleeting fancy Eh ? ' 

For Uncle Stephen, whose thoughts had 
flashed to Bleak Street and Lucy Mortlock, 
here groaned involuntarily. 

' Oh, there was nothing wrong, sir,' 
continued Mr. Helston with irritation, 
imagining that he had been called to order 
on the ground of propriety ; ' moreover the 
young woman most fortimately ran ofi* with 
somebody else. The other afiair was more 
serious. Miss Thurlow's presence, of which 
you are so good as to remind me, prevents 
my speaking upon that subject. I still think 
Matthew's marriage was a mistake, but I 
have forgiven it. Well, as I say, he madj^ 
but two escapades among the petticoats-— 
which is much below the average. Then 
Kichard (his successor) was a born fool 
besides — the very last thing (not even 
excepting a knave) which is wanted in a 
lawyer's office. To give you an extreme 
instance of it, it was he himself who on the 
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very day of my return to Latbury pointed 
out to me the reward in the newspaper, 
thinking doubtless to cmTy favour with me, 
or that it would give me pleasure to hear 
that poor Matthew was in trouble, " Thank 
you, Dick," I said, " for opening my eyes." 
VThat Mr. Matthew must be bad indeed," 
he simpered. *' YouVe a liar," I answered. 
*' What I thanked you for was for letting me 
see into your character. That you were an 
idiot of course I knew, but I did not know 
you were a scoundrel." And I sent him 
packing. If Matthew chooses to come back 
to Latbury and be my partner the place 
is open to him.* 

' Alas, sir, you forget that your nephew 
IS lost to us,' sobbed Amy. She admired 
-this old fellow for his sure and simple faith, 
and gave more credit to his honest in- 
dignation than perhaps it deserved. If 
Matthew had not borne his name it is 
possible that the ties of blood would not 
so easily have moved him. As it was, his 



A NEW ARRIVAL. 215 

nephew's disgrace cast a shadow on himself, 
which his proud nature resented. As for 
Uncle Stephen he felt that two minutes* 
private talk with the old lawyer must of 
necessity scatter his confidence in his 
nephew's innocence to the winds, and in 
all probability his goodwill with it. 

* Lost ! ' echoed Mr. Helston contemp- 
tuously. *He won't be lost for long now 
that I have come to look for him. What's 
the matter ? ' . 

The maid had entered and whispered to 
Amy that there was someone in the hall 
who wished to speak to her ' very pertickler. 
And, oh ! please, miss, it's a perhceman.' 

Poor Amy's nerves for once failed her, 
but not her faith. She believed that some 
crisis had occurred in Matthew's case, or that 
Lady Pargiter had taken some cruel step. 
For the moment she could neither move 
nor speak. 

' What's the matter ? ' repeated Mr. Hel- 
ston, addressing the maid. 
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* Oh, sir, there's a perliceinan in the 
passage.' 

' What of that ? One would think it 
was a burglar.' 

He stepped nimbly to the door, where, 
indeed, one of the force was standing in 
the attitude of attention. 

' Now, my man, what is it ? ' 

* I hnve a message for Miss Amy Thur- 
low, sir, from Inspector Brail.' 

' Verv ffood : here she is. Let's have it.' 

' Ml' Matthew Helston has been found, 
mum.' 

' God in heaven be thanked ! ' she cried. 
* Alive and well ? ' 

' Oh, yes, alive, mum ; but not to say 
well and hearty. I have been sent on ahead 
in a hansom cab to say as he will be here in 
half an hour. They're obliged to bring him 
pretty slow. He'll have to be put to bed 
and looked to.' 

'Port — a glass of port for the young 
lady,' cried Mr. Helston vehemently. ' That's 
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right. You're better now, ain't you ? You 
won't go into hysterics, not you ; you're not 
a fool, like Cousin Eichard/ 

His rough but kindly tones had the best 
effect upon the poor gu*l. Mere sympathy 
and tenderness would have destroyed het 
self-possession utterly. 

* He is not ill — I mean not dangerously 
ill ? ' she murmured. 

' No, mum ; only a bit weak and off his 
head, having had nothing to eat for the last 
eight-and-forty hours.' 

'Nothing to eat on Christmas-day!" 
exclaimed the old lawyer. 'What can it 
all mean ? ' 

Amy had flown upstairs to her sister, 
so that his inquiry was addressed to Mr. 
Durham. Uncle Stephen, however, only 
shook his head and murmured, 'I know 
nothing.' The question that trembled on 
his own lips was, ' Is he innocent ? ' But 
they could not frame it. 

There was a sharp knock at the front 
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door ; a sound of slithering footsteps as of 
men carrying some heavy body. But Uncle 
Stephen knew nothing of it. With a 
muttered cry of * Matthew! Matthew!' 
which seemed to well from his very heart, 
the old man had fainted away. 
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FOUND. 



Are men better than they seem, or worse ? 
is a question that we are apt to answer accord- 
ing to our own circumstances in relation to 
them. When Fortune smiles upon us our 
fellow-creatures appear in rose tints. ' There 
is a deal of kindness in the world/ we observe, 
when we don't want it ; or, at the least, 
* Depend upon it there is something good 
in everybody.' When Fortune frowns we 
alter our opinion on this subject — ^it must be 
confessed not altogether without reason. 
On the whole it seems doubtful whether one 
is more often surprised by an act of gene- 
rosity, or by one of baseness. I have known 
quite noble things done by almost the last 
persons in the world one would have thought 
capable of them ; and also, alas ! some very 
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base actions performed by the most highly 
principled persons. In many cases, perhaps, 
it has in reality been the merest toss-up 
whether the man should behave like a hero 
or a scoundrel ; but we, who know nothing 
of the inward struggle, can only judge by 
the result. Although Mr. Signet had not 
absolutely told Miss Amy Thurlow that if 
she would marry him he would not prose- 
cute her brother-in-law for theft, but that 
if she wouldn't he would pursue him with 
the utmost rigour of the law, their last 
interview had certainly left upon her an 
impression of that nature. Perhaps the 
jeweller had not been unwilliag that she 
should think the worst — even though it 
must needs put his own character in no 
very agreeable light — but though he had, 
las it were, held the screw in his fingers, he 
had had, to do him justice, no intention 
of putting it on. His nature was not 
chivalric, but he was not a Colonel Kirk ; 
and before he had proposed that bargain 
to Amy, let us remember, he had positively 
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forbidden Mr. Brail to take any steps 
towards Matthew's apprehension. When 
he returned an unsuccessful suitor from 
Cavendish Grove the detective informed him* 
of Mr. Barlow's visit, and not only very 
frankly set before him all that that gentle- 
man had stated, but also (for which, as we 
know, he had his private reasons) said all 
that could be said in favour of his mission. 

' He is not gone to Paris on your behalf 
— of course not — but the main object of his 
journey is to reclaim the diamonds ; and, 
considering his connection with Helston, he 
has as good a chance ' 

* It's all nonsense,' interrupted Mr. Signet 
irritably. 'The game's up. K Lady Par- 
giter were not such a brute I'd throw up 
the sponge and pay up at once. ' 

*That would be madness indeed, Mr; 
Signet. Where's her receipt ? ' ^ 

* What the deuce does the receipt signify^ 
Mr. Brail, if she can prove the diamonds to 
be in Helston's possession ? Not that they're 
there now, of course. He sold *em for what 
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they will fetch. My money is as good ad 
gone.' 

* If I felt sure of that I'd get it out of 
his skin.' 

'I don't want his skin,' snapped Mr* 
Signet. * They may all be hanged together 
for what I care.' 

He used even a stronger word than 
* hanged ' ; while the comprehensiveness of 
his 'all — ' though, fortunately, Mr. Brail 
did not know whom it included — was ap- 
palling. The most that the detective could 
extract from his employer was a promise 
that he would make no overtures to Lady 
Pargiter without previously communicating 
with him. 

On the second morning came Mr. Bar- 
low's letter from Paris, the contents of which 
revived Mr. Brail amazingly. They pointed 
to nothing certain, it is true, but they roused 
his flagging interest in the case, just as the 
whimper of a trusty hound will put heart 
in the desponding sportsman : they might 
not kill the fox, but there was an end to 
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'drawing blank/ at all events. The dia- 
monds were in Paris, at present undisposed 
of, and every day would render their 
negotiation more dangerous. Surely Mr* 
Sisjnet would now entrust him with the 
commission of gaining possession of them ? 
There would be a difBcmlty, unless they could 
be absolutely identified, in getting a warrant 
for the apprehension of this man Butt, but 
that could be surmounted. The inexplicable 
objection that his employer had evinced to 
the arrest of Helston no longer applied to the 
case — for Helston had not got the diamonds, 
though he had doubtless been their original 
appropriator. Above allj the discovei^y of 
the woman gave Mr. Brail great hopes. 

With Mr. Barlow's letter in his hand he 
was about to start from his chambers — ^he 
occupied a second floor in the lane at the 
back of the Temple — ^for Paulet Street, when 
a telegram was put into his hand. It detailed 
as succinctly as could be all that had hap- 
pened at the Hotel de la Fontaine on the 
previous night, with a verbatim copy of the 
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note found in the bosom of the murdered 
girl. 

Mr. Brail's first act on the receipt of this 
astonishing intelligence was characteristic. 
He telegraphed to a French commissioner of 
police with whom he was acquainted, that 
the jewels in possession of the assassin were 
in all probability the Pargiter diamonds, and 
laid claim to them in the name of their 
owner, pending further and more authorita^ 
tive proceedings. 

Then he began to give his attention to 
the mere matters of life and death. What 
engaged his deepest attention was, of course, 
the last message of the murdered girl : 

' M. H. is still in Moor — ^No starving. 

For God's haste.' 

Some of the blanks he could easily fill 
in, ' Matthew Helston is still in Moor 
Street, No. He is starving. For God's sake 
make haste,' was what he made out the 
naessage to be. But what did that 'No' 
mean ? If she had found her information a^ 
to his whereabouts iACorrect that was surejy 
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— making every allowance for haste and fear 
— not the way in which she would have 
expressed herself. That ' No/ therefore, 
doubtless stood for Number ; and the missing 
figures were 10 : No. 10 Moor Street being 
Lady Pargiter s address. If Mr. Signet had 
been present he would have exclaimed, 
' Then Helston is there after all. I always 
said that woman was capable of anything ! ' 
But Mr. Brail jumped to no such conclusion. 
He touched a handbell, and a sharp-looking 
Hebrew youth was by his side in an instant. 
* Has Brown made his report this morn- 

ing?' 

' Yes, sir.' 

^Whereishe.?' 

' Gone home to bed. He lodges in Mil- 
ford Lane.' 

' That is but a stone's throw. Bring him 
in ten minutes, and I'll give you half a 
crown ; if you do it in less time, I'll give 
you ten shillings.' 

We talk of the marvels of electricity, 
but the attraction of metals for a Jew-boy 
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puts lightmng into the shade. In seven 
minutes Brown was in the room, dishevelled, 
panting, and in his shirtsleeves, but still 
Brown. 

, ' You have been on duty in Moor Street 
every night since this diamond robbery. 
Are there any houses in it let in lodgings ? ' 

* Well, there are hotels, sir.' 

. , * Will you answer my question ? ' 

* There are no lodging-houses ; it is too 
fine a place.' 

* And all the houses are occupied ? ' 
'Yes, sir. That is, all the furnished 

houses. There is one, however, unfurnished. 

' What number ? ' 

' Number 11, sir.' 

Mr. Brail gave a sudden start; then 
scratched his leg, as if a flea had bitten 
him. 

' Does anyone ever enter it ? ' he inquired 
in an indifferent tone. 

' Only the caretaker, sir — a shabby, 
shambling sort of fellow. I've seen him let 
hisself in with a latch-key.' 
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^Often?' 

' Well, yes, sir ; every night, mostly/ 

'Last night?' 

' Well, no, sir ; not last night.' 

'The night before?' 

' Well, no, sir. Now you speak of it, I 
have not noticed him the last night or two.' 

'There's a bill in the window, I sup- 
pose ? ' 

' No, sir, there's no bill ; the house is let. 
They were saying so at the public-house.' 

' What did they say ? ' 

'Carberry's man, the house agents in 
Bond Street — he was taking a dram the 
other night — said they had let it a month 
ago to some gentleman, but they had not 
seen the colour of his money. I think 
there's some hitch about it.' 

' Perhaps so. That will do. You may 
go to bed again. Noah, call a growler/ 

' Don't you mean a hansom, sir ? ' 

' I think I said a growler. That boy is 
getting to think for himself/ muttered Mr. 
Brail, ' which will be his ruin.' 

q2 
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In two minutes the detective was being 
driven at a rapid rate to Bond Street, in 
company with two members of the force 
whom he had picked up from a police station 
on his way. It being Christmas-day the 
streets were comparatively clear ; so that 
Mr. Brail's suggestion to the driver to * look 
alive ' could be carried out ; but the same 
circumstance might have proved an obstacle 
to the detective's wish for speed, if his own 
character had been less determined. At 
Carberry's there was only one clerk on the 
premises, and, as he briefly but distinctly 
informed his visitor, he was not there to do 
business with anyone on Christmas-day. * So 
you'll just have to wait for the key of No. 
11 Moor Street till to-morrow morning,' was 
his peroration. 

' Very good ; it was in mere civility to 
Carberry that I asked the favour,' returned 
Mr. Brail. ' It will not take us five minutes 
to break the door open. Perhaps yoiu* em- 
ployers would prefer that course. I am a 
detective policeman. Good morning.' 
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He not ODly got the house-key on the 
instant, but a Uttle oil to make it turn softly 
in the lock ; and on they drove. 

Moor Street was as silent and dull as 
usual, and even a trifle duller. Its tenants 
were mostly in the country, keeping Christ- 
mas, or rather having it kept for them ; but 
No. 11 was by far the dreariest house in the 
street. It had been empty only a month or 
two, but signs of neglect, though not of 
decay, had become already manifest. TLr 
shuttered windows were black with du:»., 
and in a less fashionable neighboiurhpod 
(where street-boys are allowed) would un- 
doubtedly have been broken. Under the 
sheltering porch the accumulated mud looked 
filthier by contrast with the siurrounding snow. 

Mr. Brail got out first and opened the 
door; one policeman swiftly followed him, 
and the other remained in the cab, with his 
eye on the area steps. If he had been seen 
outside, and on the watch, there would have 
been a ten-deep semicircle of spectators 
round him in as many seconds. 
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Within No. 11 all was not so neglected 
as without. Much to their astonishment the 
hall was furnished in the ordinary manner, 
but it struck damp and cold, and, quietly as 
the two men closed the door behind them, 
the sound reverberated through the house. 
With one hasty glance around him Mr. Brail 
led the way upstairs, exploring room after 
room, while his companion remained on the 
landing, lest a rabbit should bolt from the 
burrow by some second hole. If they spoke 
to one another it was in whispers, and when 
they replied it was in monosyllables, or more 
often by a mere gesture. There was not a 
living thing to be seen except the spiders ; 
nor was there an article of furniture save, as 
we have said, in the hall. In the drawing- 
room, the faded splendours of the ceilings 
and the carved marble of the mantelpieces, 
rendered the surrounding barrenness still 
more marked. 

Eeturning to the hall floor, they still 
found no traces of recent tenancy, and they 
explored the kitchen and offices with the 
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same result. The caretaker, as Mr. Brown 
had called him, had either only visited his 
charge occasionally, or was a man strangely 
indifferent, for one of his caUing, to his per- 
sonal comfort. 

' There is not a soul in the place ? ' ob- 
served the policeman, speaking above his 
breath for the first time. 

' I am sure I don't know,' returned Mr. 
Brail, coolly. ' We have not tried the 
cellar.' 

The door, which was next the pantry, 
and in the centre of the house, as cellar- 
doors should be, was loclied. Mr. Brail 
stooped down and examined the jambs and 
the keyhole. *This has been opened recently,' 
he observed coolly. * Light your lantern 
and keep your staff handy. Now give me the 
jemmy.' 

In two minutes, by aid of this ingenious 
instrument, the door was forced open, and 
discovered a flight of steps leading into 
darkness. The atmosphere was close and, 
by comparison with that of the outer air, 
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even warm. They descended the steps, and 
presently tlie policeman's bullseye flashed 
upon a human figure lying on a mattress 
and wrapped in a railway-rug. His face 
was white and wan, and his eyes gazed 
vacantly upon the light and them. 

' I thought so ! ' exclaimed Mr. Brail, 
allowing himself a momentary gratification 
at the confirmation of his own astuteness. 
* It is the very man.* 

'The Butterfly Wing will do it/ mur- 
mured the prostrate figure. * The mistake 
was in the head of the Nut.' 

' The gent is drunk/ observed the police- 
man, with a shake of the liead that suggested 
something more than reprobation — a pathetic 
regret tliat the circumstances did not pennit 
of the other's being taken into custody — ' run 
m. 

' Go to Dr. Creyke, you fool ; he lives at 
No. 6 in the next street ; bring him here 
immediately,' cried Mr. Brail with a con- 
tempt that bordered on savagery. Then he 
knelt down tenderly enough by the side of 
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the mattress, and, pulling a flask from his 
pocket, applied it to Matthew's lips. 

' You shall have soup at Carberry's, my 
poor fellow, if I make it out of that young 
man's liver,' he murmured consolingly ; ' and 
then you shall be took home.' 



234 A CONFIDENTIAL AGENT. 



CHAPTER 11. 

THE KEY TO THE ENIGMA. 

Matthew Helston had been lying in his 
own bed in Cavendish Grove for many a 
day before he got his wits back, much less 
was able to give any account of his disappear- 
ance. If a less skilful man than Dr. Creyke 
had been sent for by Mr. Brail, or if there 
had been a few more hours' delay in finding 
the Lost Man, he would have been found 
dead. 

As it was, the comforts which poor 
Sabey had provided in her hopings against 
hope for his reception, *in case he should 
have met with some accident or have been 
taken ill,' and which even Amy liad looked 
upon with tender pity rather than approval, 
were eminently useful. The hot bath to 
be prepared at a few minutes' notice — and 
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which was ready by the time he was carried 
over the threshold — the fire in his room, 
the beef-tea (for so long had been his absti- 
nence that no more solid food could be given 
to him) were all factors, and not unimportant 
ones, in the slowly worked out sum of his 
recovery. 

After the first day or two, however, the 
doctor pronounced the patient out of danger. 

' It is now merely a question of time,' he 
explained to Uncle Stephen, *or rather of 
constitution (which is gaining ground) versus 
exposure, want, and cerebral excitement (the 
efiects of which are vanishing) ; it is the last 
which will remain the longest, and which 
is the least explicable/ 

* Gad, I think it's explained easily 
enough,' said Mr. Durham.' * To be locked 
up in defiance of the Habeas Corpus Act 
for three weeks in a cellar is enough to 
" cerebrally excite " a saint.' 

* It is not that, sir,' said the doctor coolly 
(he had a very grey head and shaggy white 
eyebrows, jfrom which, combined with his 
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long Standing in the profession, he had 
obtained the sobriquet of * Nestor Creyke/ 
and he treated all the world as his grand- 
children). * He has not been suffering from 
mental irritation, as you imagine; he has 
not been thinking even of getting out of his 
place of confinement ; his symptoms are the 
same with those I have observed in a patient 
of mine who has devoted himself too ex- 
clusively to weighing the sun on an empty 
stomach.' 

Uncle Stephen, who was as yet by no 
means himself again, permitted himself a 
quiet smile, but said nothing. After what 
had occurred he thought it generally advis- 
able to say very little. Most gentlemen of 
his age and reputation would have deeply 
resented the complete and utter failure of his 
own forebodings, but for his part he was 
only ashamed of them. When Sabey came 
every morning to her half-opened door to 
give him a kiss — which was all he saw of 
her, for she never left her husband, day or 
niffht — he felt that he was obtaining it under 
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false pretences. How would she feel towards 
him, he wondered, when she came to hear 
from his own lips — for he was resolved to 
tell her — that he had been a traitor to 
Matthew, not at heiart, indeed, but in liis 
too logical mind ? 

On the second day of Matthew's return, 
Mr. Helston the elder, who had in the 
interim very thoughtfully absented himself, 
leaving the little household to take unin- 
terrupted charge of its sick man, dropped 
into dinner. He seemed to take it for 
granted that bygones were bygones — ^in- 
deed, that he, in fact, had been the person 
aggrieved — and that it was out of the 
question that he should be otherwise than 
welcome. After earnest inquiries as to the 
health of his nephew he proceeded to un- 
burden his mind upon a matter with which 
it appeared to have been much exercised. 

' Who, may I ask,' inquired he, ' is Mr. 
Frank Barlow ? ' 

Poor Amy turned scarlet, but Uncle 
Stephen answered calmly, 'A very kind 
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and honest fellow, who lives next door to 
us.' 

' Ah, a friend of the family, I presume,* 
said Mr. Helston, 'though I never heard 
of him. Well, that explains what I 
should otherwise consider a most infernal 
piece of impertinence. When I left you 
yesterday I drove straight to Stork's, Q.C., 
who had gone to spend the day at his club. 
His clerk said it would be as good as his 
place was worth to send him there on busi- 
ness ; so I called this morning (when, by-the- 
by, he apologised very politely, saying that 
as a family man he made a point of spending 
his Christmas-day in complete domesticity).' 

' Well,' said I, ' there is no hurry in the 
matter I called about; only I wished for 
certain to secure your services in an action 
for ^ libel, which will at once be instituted 
by a nephew of mine against one Lady 
Pargiter.' 

' Now, that's curious,' he said, ' for I aui 
retained in that afiair already.' 
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'What! for the defence? By that 
woman ? ' 

' No, for the prosecution. I got a tele- 
gram from Paris last night, from your 
nephew's attorney, Mr. Frank Barlow. 

'The deuce you have!' said I. 'I 
didn't even know he had an attorney. I 
thought I had been pretty quick in securing 
Stork ; and also, as Matthew's uncle, I think 
I might have been trusted to do it.' 

' But Mr. Barlow didn't know you were 
in town,' observed Uncle Stephen concili- 
atingly; 'nor even — dear me! how should 
he?' 

' I see ; you mean that there was no 
reason to trust to me before yesterday,* 
returned the old man drily. ' Well, perhaps 
not. But this young fellow — ^Stork told me 
he was quite yoimg — must be a deuced 
sharp practitioner.' 

' Mr. Barlow is a very intelligent man,* 
observed Unde Stephen, taking care to avert 
his eyes from Amy, ' and to his astutensss 
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and goodwill, as Mr. Brail told me yester- 
day, it is solely owing that our nephew is 
still alive. He went over to Paris and dis- 
covered in twenty-four hours where poor 
Matthew was. How he got there we don't 
know even now, but he was starving. Brail's 
view is that the man who shut him up there, 
whoever he was, had become savage because 
he couldn't sell the diamonds, and had cut 
off his supplies of food. It's one of the most 
abominable cases that were ever heard of. 
However, the villain has been arrested for 
the murder of somebody else by the Frencli 
police.' 

* Then they will be sure to discover ex- 
tenuating circumstances,' put in Mr. Helston. 
* However,' he added, rubbing his hands, * my 
Lady Pargiter, who called my nephew a 
thief, is, thank Heaven, in England. We 
shall trounce her' 

'Oh, Mr. Helston,' cried Amy, *do not 
let us think of revenge and retribution now ; 
let us only be thankful. If you could but 
see poor Sabey, her heart has no room for 
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alight but gratitude to Heaven for having 
sent her back her Lost One, even though he 
looks so ill and pale and weak.' 

'My dear young lady/ observed Mr. 
Helston coolly, ' I hope he will look all that 
for some time to come, however rapid may 
be his recovery. His appearance in court 
under such circumstances will be worth an 
extra thousand pounds. One of the things 
to live for will be to hear Stork's address to 
the jury.' 

There never was a wanner partisan than 
Eoger Helston, nor one who took a greater 
delicrht in fij^htinff. 

There was fighting now, although at 
present of a desultory character, ' all along 
the line,' as regarded the 'Great Moor 
Street Mystery,' as it was called. Although 
Mr. Barlow, on the instant of receiving news 
from the detective of Matthew's discovery, 
had taken action, as we have seen, on his 
behalf, his innocence was by no means estab- 
lished in other quarters. The conviction of 
it did not strike even Mr. Signet with the 
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force that it struck Mr. Barlow ; while Lady 
Pargiter, still without her diamonds, was 
quite as ready to beUeve Helston had taken 
them as ever. It was true that he had been 
found imprisoned, and under circumstances 
of some discomfort, but that might have 
arisen from a quarrel between him and his 
confederates over the spoil. Not one jot did 
she abate of her confident virulence against 
both him and his employer, which the latter 
met with defiance, indeed, but a little secret 
misgiving. For, even supposing Helston 
had no hand in abstracting the jewels, if 
they had been taken from him by force after 
they had been handed to him by Lady 
Pargiter, the jeweller would be equally re- 
sponsible ; if they were really proved to be 
in Paris, he felt that the mere absence of 
Matthew's receipt for them would not invali- 
date her ladyship's claim. 

As for Mr. Brail, as became a man of 
his prudence and profession, he 'kept his 
mind open ' until the following circumstance 
dropped into it and filled up the aperture. 

On the second night after the discovery 
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of Matthew Helston a .certain shambling 
figure might have beeii seen furtively mak- 
ing its way up Moor Street till it reached 
No. 11, and in fact was seen by one who 
recognised it, as \yith trembling fingers it 
was endeavouring to fit the latch-key into 
the door of the empty house. Mr. Brown, 
who was still on duty (in .case of this very 
contingency ,' impossible though it niighthave 
seemed), arrested it. 

' Don't'ee, don't'ee,' it pleaded piteously ; 
' I've only brought some bread q,nd.meat to 
eat upon the door step.' 

' Uncommon nice place for a picnic,' 
observed Mr. Brown drily. ' You opened 
the door, I suppose, for veutilation ? ' 

Solomon himself would have found it 
difficult to reply to this question satisfac- 
torily. Mr. Eichard Dartmoor (for he it 
was) felt it to be unanswerable, and took 
refuge in physiological phenomena, • ' When 
a man has had *' tho^^jumps " for a day or 

two 'he don't I knGKvriiightly. where he liyes^, 
but goes about trying doors.' 

R 2 
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* I see,' said Mr. Brown, taking possession 
of the latch-key. ' I shall have great plea- 
sure in seeing you home/ 

And he took him to the police-station. 

In saying that he had been sufTering from 
* the jumps ' (an unscientific term for delirium 
tremens) Mr. Dartmoor had for once told the 
truth; and, what was still more extraordi- 
nary, he had been caught in the commission 
of what was (comparatively speaking) a good 
action ; though, in consequence of his late 
malady and the alarm consequent upon his 
apprehension, it was some days before he 
could explain matters. 

On his failure to enlist John Eutherford 
in Captain Langton's designs for carrying olF 
the Pargiter diamonds that gentleman had 
been compelled to tiu-n his thoughts to some 
other scheme for accomplishing his j)iupose. 
And this was the ingenious device theCaptain 
had hit upon. 

No. 11 Moor Street was rather an am- 
bitious residence for a gentleman who lived 
upon his wits to ^ake on hard, but neverthe- 
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less he did so ; though his delay in completing 
the preliminaries was so considerable that, as 
we have seen, it aroused the suspicions of 
Messrs. Carberry. He had no intention, 
however, of furnishing the mansion, which 
he only required for temporary purposes. 
Its attraction for him — though not a senti- 
mental one — lay in its being next door to 
Lady Pargiter's. Not once, nor twice, but 
often, on his retiu'n in early winter mornings 
from ' the Frobisher ' or other of his favourite 
haunts, had he mistaken — not through 
drunkenness, for h3 never drank, but from 
fatigue, the darkness of the night, rain, snow, 
and other causes — his own modest-looking 
lodging-house for another of the same pattern. 
The circumstances might have happened to 
any man, and might happen, he justly 
reasoned, again. Only to make it happen in 
taC particular case he had in his mind he 
took some extraordinary precautions. He fur- 
nished the hall of No. 11 exactly as the hall 
next door was furnished, of which he took 
care to make a personal observation. Besides 
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Mr. Dartmoor, he had two other assistants in 
his pay, and these he caused to be attired in 
the selfsame livery — canary, trimmed with 
silver lace — ^worn by the servants of Lady 
Pargiter. In this world, unhappily, no plan 
can be devised that shall be totally indepen- 
dent of ' happy chance ' for its success ; and 
more than once had all Captain Langton's 
preparations been made in vain. Twice had 
Matthew Helston driven away in his cab 
with the diamonds according to expectation, 
but on each occasion one or other of Lady 
Pargiter 8 tall footmen had been standing at 
the door watching the weather, or in rapt 
admiration of the stars, until the cab had 
turned the corner of the street, and the 
Captain's opportunity was lost. But the third 
time Fate relented and even played into his 
hands. 

The night, as we know, on which Matthew 
Helston disappeared was an exceptionally 
tempestuous one. The sky was starless, the 
wind was roaring, and the snow was falling 
heavily ; a sort of night when in the country 
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it is said ' one cannot see one's hand,' and 
when in town the flickering gas affords but 
untrustworthy guidance. No sooner had 
Matthew left the portico of No. 10 than the 
footman slammed the door behind him to 
keep out the sleet and snow. Then came 
the Captain's opportunity. John Eutherford 
had not driven twenty yards when the same 
footman (to all appearance) appeared at his 
side, having been sent, he said, by his 
mistress's orders to bring Mr. Helston back 
again — something had been forgotten, or at 
all events his presence was imperatively 
desired. Matthew was surprised, no doubt ; 
but the cabman was only disgusted. With 
the wind and snow full in his face he drove 
back to the open door (as it seemed) he had 
just quitted ; the lights and the liveries 
flashed on his dazzled eyes, and then the 
door closed upon his fare — ^who was lying 
gagged and bound behind it. 

In a minute more the footman appeared 
with that message from his mistress with 
which we are acquainted, and which informed 
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honest John that his employer had accepted 
Lady Pargiter's hospitality for the night. He 
drove off, nothing loath to go straight home 
instead of to Paulet Street, and in the full 
conviction that lie had left Matthew Helston 
at No. 10. 

It was by no means Captain Langton's 
object to kill his prisoner; not that from 
any moral consideration he was one to 'draw 
the line ' at murder, but because he knew 
that the law, which is so marvellously indif- 
ferent to other crimes against the person (as 
compared with those against property), does 
draw the line there. Nay, notwithstanding 
what had been stated to Captain Langton's 
own disparagement in the way of nautical 
crime, the law does take some sort of cog- 
nisance of murder even at sea About 
murder on land it is still more punctilious, 
and the Captain prudently refrained from 
irritating its susceptibilities by shedding 
blood. His intention was to keep his man 
in close confinement, in a place where nobody 
would think of looking for him, till the 
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diamonds of which he had been robbed should 
be disposed of, and this last enterprise he 
took into his own hands. 

Within half an hour after his victim was 
secured, the jewels were in the Captain's 
lodgings, and he had shown himself at ' the 
Frobisher,' where many of the company, no 
doubt, thought he had been the whole even- 
ing. It would not liave been difficult, in short, 
had circumstances required it, for him to 
have established an alihi. Some people — and 
especially when it is an important matter — 
can only think of one thing at a time ; but 
this was not the case with the Captain. It 
was his habit whenever it could be accom- 
plished (as at dumby whist) to kill two birds 
with one stone, and he had another object 
in his eye even when it was fixed on the 
Pargiter diamonds. When Phoebe Mayson 
parted company with Major Lovell she fell 
low indeed, but never quite so low as, in 
her self-humiliation and abasement, she had 
described herself to have done to Mr. Barlow. 
After her chance meeting with Matthew 



250 A CONFIDENTIAL AGENT. 

Helston she had striven to live a virtuous 
life; a difficult task, indeed, for one who 
has fallen and is without the means of 
livelihood. It was during this period of 
well nigh hopeless struggle that she had re- 
sided in Bleak Street and had become ac- 
quainted with Langton. She made no secret 
of her past, nor of her good resolutions for 
the future, and he was certainly not the man 
to shake them. She had probably never 
entertained any feeling towards him warmer 
than indifference. t/That is the relation, how- 
ever, in which many — and much more re- 
spectable — young persons find themselves 
with respect to their future, husbands, and 
for her there was a great excuse ; marriage 
in her case meant, or appeared to do so, sal- 
vation. Imagine what her life must have 
been as the debtor of that Bleak Street 
lodging-house keeper ! 

As to Langton he was a married man, 
though, to do him justice, had he been a 
bachelor he would have sacrificed himself at 
the altar all the same rather than have been 
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baulked of his fancy. When he coveted 
anything he never put to himself the ques- 
tion, * Is it right ? ' (he would have considered 
that to have been a metaphysical absurdity) 
but ' Can I be punished for acquiring it, and 
how much ? ' To one who had just robbed 
and kidnapped a fellow-creatiu:e, bigamy 
seemed a venial offence — that is to say, it 
would entail no worse penalties than those he 
had already incurred. How he went through 
the form of marriage with the girl, and took 
her to Paris, and what came of it, we know. 
What happened on the night of the murder 
we do not know; but it is probable that, 
from the vehemence of her accusations, he 
made a shrewd guess at the old relation be- 
tween her and Matthew, and, incensed in his 
turn, described Helston to her (to spite her) 
as being in even a worse plight than he 
imagined him to be. There was no evidence 
that Langton meant to starve his victim. Mr. 
Eichard Dartmoor had had, indeed, instruc- 
tions to provide him nightly with a sufficiency 
of food and to telegraph the state of matters 



2S2 A CONFIDENTIAL AGENT. 

in Moor Street to his employer every 
morning. Only, having given way to the 
seductions of Uquor, ' the jumps ' had seized 
him and caused an intermittence in his visits 
to No. 11 that had been well-nigh fatal. 
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CHAPTER LII. 

GATUEKED THREADS. 

It was on New Year's Day that Matthew 
Helston recovered speech and gladdened 
Sabey's heart with his first feeble utterance 
more than any bird in springtime gladdens 
his fond mate with a full tide of song. He 
had recognised her long before, but had been 
content to lie with his wasted hand in hers 
and his eyes fixed upon the loving face thaji 
could never gaze enough upon him. 

* Baby — ^Amy — Uncle Stephen — Prank ' 
— she had now mentioned every name that 
was dear to him by turn, and she had as- 
sured him all were well. Then he murmured 
something which even her quick ear could 
not catch ; but it sounded like * Butterfly — 
Nut.' This gave her a pang of terror, since 
it surely showed that his mind was still 
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astray. Since he repeated it, however, with 
fretful persistence, she sent for Amy. 

* It must be something mechanical,' was 
her verdict. * A nut is the head of a screw. 
Has it anything to do with Madge, Matthew ? ' 
she whispered softly. 

To see the hght leap up in his weary 
eyes was hke beholding a resurrection. There 
was no doubt of its having to do with Madge. 
So, with the doctor's permission, she was 
brought upstairs and placed by the bedside 
of the patient. When he saw how bright 
and clean she was, he looked up in his wife's 
face with a grateful smile that would have 
repaid a lifetime of oil-and-feather work. 

*0f course I looked after Madge,' she. 
murmured simply, *when her master was 
away.' 

Having contrived to express to the two 
women that if the nut on a certain screw 
were shaped like a butterfly, motion would 
be imparted to the machine, Matthew in- 
sisted upon Uncle Stephen being sent for to 
hear the news of that great discovery. 
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* I am SO happy, dear uncle/ he said. 

* You deserve to be so, my good boy,' 
answered the old man with emotion, * if, at 
least, there is any truth in the theory of 
compensation.' 

Matthew shook his head. 

* It is not the compensation-balance at 
all,' he said ; * the nut itself forms the fly.' 

' I see,' said Uncle Stephen, though he 
didn't. 

' It was the one thing (though sometimes 
the cellar was too fiill of flying Madges) that 
kept me up in my prison,' murmured 
Matthew. 'Whenever I thought of Sabey 
and the little one I sank gravewafds.' 

Then they understood how that, in the 
silence and solitude of his prison, he had 
thought out the problem of imparting motion 
toMadge,and thereby banished the despairing 
thoughts and longings which would otherwise 
have destroyed him. 

' To be once more with you all is Heaven 

itself,' he whispered ; * but next to that -* 

And again he murmured the name of his in- 
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vention. ' Oh, I am so happy, and so well 
content ! * 

Uncle Stephen's face bore the old grave 
and pitying smile that so well became it. 

'You think so, my boy, but you will 
never be content till you have found out three 
things — ^the square of the circle, the key of 
the Pyramid of Cheops, and the value of 
the No. 7.' . 

* There is something in that,' admitted 
Matthew, with an answering smile. Tlien 
he asked for Frank ; and there was silence. 

* He is not ill ? ' he continued with 
anxiety. * You told me he was well ; where 
is Frank, Amy ? ' 

Sabey answered for her. * He returns 
from Paris to-day, and will be here this 
evening.' 

It would have been no use for Amy to 
have said ' No ' when Matthew had asked 
for him. If he had asked for Mr. Signet or 
for Lady Pargiter, Sabey would have said, 
' They shall be here,' and got them somehow. 

When Mr. Barlow did come Sabey had 
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the first hug of hiin in the parlour — for had 
he not saved her husband's Hfe ? — and Amy 
the second. 

' Can you ever forgive me, Frank ? ' she 
sobbed. 

* It is I who need forgiveness,' he said 
simply. 

' And I,' put in Uncle Stephen so meekly 
and so softly that Sabey did not hear him. 

. Amy cast such a look of earnest entreaty 
at him that his appeal was not repeated. He 
had satisfied his conscience by thus acknow- 
ledging his want of faith in Sabey's presence 
and before witnesses ; and, since she had 
taken no notice of it, so much the better. 
He had neither the will nor the courage to 
make confession a second time. Sabey never 
knew that either Uncle Stephen or Mr. 
Barlow had ever lacked faith for a moment 
in Matthew's innocence ; which, I am in- 
clined to think, was fortunate. Once, in 
alluding to then* past miseries, she admitted 
to Uncle Stephen that the recollection of 
them would remain with her for ever. ' There 

VOL. HI. s 



258 A CONFIDENTIAL AGENT. 

are some things/ she said, * which one can 
never forget.' 

* Things are so different with me,' re- 
turned the old gentleman in his dry way : 
' / forget everything.' 

But, notwithstanding his lightness of 
speech, he had never congratulated himself 
more sincerely upon his reticence in a certain 
matter than on that occasion. 

Matthew, on the other hand, was told 
* all about it ' ; and he at once allowed that, 
with the facts they had before them, no men 
could have come to any other conclusion 
than that which had been so imwillingly 
arrived at by Mr. Diu-ham and Mr. Barlow. 

' Yet Sabey and Amy both believed in 
you. Matt,' said Uncle Stephen remorsefully. 

* That's because they are women and 
without logical minds,' explained Matthew 
cheerfully. * But we don't love them less 
upon that account, mind you.' 

If Matthew Helston had been slow to 
put lance in rest in defence of the fair sex he 
would have been ingrate and recreant indeed. 
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It is probable that, since Mahomet's time, no 
two women had ever shown more faith in 
one man than Sabey and Amy had done in 
his case ; for though they were miaware 
until afterwards of that little episode which 
seemed to connect his absence with Phoebe 
Mayson, it is my opinion, if they had known 
it, it would not have made one pennyworth 
of difference in their view of matters. Facts 
may be stubborn things, but a woman's trust 
with love to back it is like iron with teak 
behind it. 

It was not without some difficulty that Mr. 
Barlow got away from Paris to eat his New 
Year's dinner in Cavendish Grove, since of 
course the police had need of him in con- 
nection with the murder of poor Phoebe. 
He had doubted in his own mind as to 
whether he should tell Major Lovell who 
it was that he had seen lying dead that 
Christmas morning in the foreign city which 
had not held for her one single friend ; or 
whose hand had done the deed ; nor was it 
certainly with any view of arousing his re- 
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morse or marring his butterfly pleasures that 
he did so ; but, in his ignorance of the laws 
and customs of the country in which he 
found himself, he feared that there should 
be some miscarriage of justice in the matter, 
and therefore appealed to the Major for ad- 
vice. The manner in which that gentleman 
received his views astonished him not a little. 
He had anticipated a gentlemanly expression 
of regret at most ; he had struck a match 
merely to light, as it were, an ornamental 
bougie — and found he had fired a powder 
magazine ! ' 

' Phoebe — murdered — and by that dam- 
nable scoundrel ! ' 

His languid manners were thrown off 
with his velvet coat at once ; and, what sur- 
prised Mr. Barlow more than all, he insisted 
on going to see the murdered woman. 

He came back greatly agitated, and for 
the time (the effect lasted a week, perhaps) 
quite a different man. ' It was I who killed 
her, Mi\ Barlow,' he exclaimed with bitter 
self reproach, ' though that villain struck the 
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blow/ His passion against the criminal was 
terrible to witness. * If the law fails in its 
duty, as I am a Uving man I will not fail in 
mine.' And, indeed, if Captain Langton had 
slipped through the fingers of Justice he 
would without doubt have found himself in 
those of another avenger. *If money is 
wanted, Mr. Barlow,' added the Major simply, 
* there's two hundred pounds, which> thank 
Heaven, I won at the cercle last night.' 

However, as it happened, though he saved 
his head — jparee que le pauvre homme etait 
jaloux, it seemed — the Captain went to the 
galleys for hfe. 

The diamonds were found in his posses- 
sion, and, what was very curious, and showed 
the extreme audacity of the man, the very 
case itself ; indeed, he had only taken three 
of the jewels out of their setting. The 500Z. 
reward for their recovery Mr. Signet paid 
without a murmur ; but the similar sum 
offered by Lady Pargiter for Matthew's ap- 
prehension was, as Mr. Brail described it, 
rather a tooth-drawer for that lady. He had 
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only discovered for her, you see, a prose- 
cutor in an action for libel. 

The jewels, however, were, of course, 
handed over to her. Matthew acknowledged 
that he had received them from her and had 
given her a receipt ; the reason of her non- 
production of which was peculiar. On the 
night of his disappearance Lady Pargiter, on 
her return from the ball, had found a note 
awaiting her from a high oflTicial personage 
which had given her great dissatisfaction. It 
had been her desire to be invited to a certain 
entertainment given by Koyalty itself, and for 
which she had intrigued and laboured with 
even more than her usual pertinacity. And 
the official personage had replied finally, 
though in the politest terms, in the negative. 
No wonder Matthew congratulated himself 
that night (little knowing to what he was 
doomed) that it was the last time he would 
stand in her ladyship's presence and listen to 
her harsh and insulting tones. After his 
departure, and a few minutes passed in 
snarling at her maid, she had in a gust of 
passion — or perhaps for fear her humiliation 
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should become known — snatched up the of- 
ficial note from the dressing-table and flung 
it into the fire. Only, instead of the note, 
she burnt the receipt for the diamonds which 
lay by its side. She discovered her mistake 
in an instant, and despatched Patty Selwood 
to bid the footman run after the cab. If he 
had been five minutes earlier he would have 
seen it coming back — with a facsimile of his 
canary-coloured self running by his side — to 
deposit its occupant at No. 11. As it was he 
only saw an empty street. The absence of 
the receipt, though it made her ladyship 
'fidgety,' seemed of small consequence at 
the moment ; but the next morning, when 
the disappearance of Matthew became known, 
it of course assumed immense importance. 
Thereupon ensued the course of duplicity 
upon Lady Pargiter's part with which we are 
acquainted, and which justly exposed lier to 
such grave suspicions; and, on the other 
hand, her partial betrayal by Patty Selwood, 
whom cunning and hate combined had taught 
exactly how much to say. 

Nor did Lady Pargiter's punishment end 
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here. After Mr. Brail had got his money 
he thought it his duty to acquaint her with 
the fact that her family diamonds had been 
pronounced by the French experts to be 
made of paste (and, indeed, it was for at- 
tempting to dispose of them as real ones 
that Captain Langton had got into trouble). 
Her incredulity, of course, was extreme, and 
was expressed with characteristic vehemence ; 
but the fact was as the detective had stated. 

*For one table and the picture in it,' 
observed Uncle Stephen, in reference to the 
comparative value of the morocco case, 
' King Attains gave Aristocles the Theban a 
hundred talents in silver.' 

When convinced of her misfortune her 
ladyship accused Mr. Signet of having sub- 
stituted paste for her diamonds ; but I am 
glad to say that that gentleman's innocence of 
any such fraud was fiilly established. The 
Partiger parure had been composed of 
genuine stones at one time, when Mr. Ingot, 
her ladyship's father, had endeavoured to 
dispose of them to the jeweller; and of 
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course Mr. Signet had taken for granted 
that they were the same he had already 
vahied and approved, though he had refused 
to give Mr. Ingot's price for them. That 
worthy money-lender had disposed of them, 
however, before his death, and caused the 
counterfeits to be made. He concluded that 
their genuineness would never be questioned ; 
that they would remain an heirloom in his 
family for ever ; and if (as actually happened) 
some jeweller, as indeed he had recom- 
mended, should be made responsible for 
them, and they should be stolen while in his 
possession, what a good stroke of business it 
would be for his daughter and heiress to 
receive 25,000^. of compensation for the loss 
of what was in reaUty worth about a hundred 
pounds ! Unhappily, things turned out some- 
what contrary to this astute gentleman's ex- 
pectations. 

Could aught have touched him there below, 
If aught of things that here befall 
Gould move him where he was at all, 

I don't think the well-meaning old gentleman 
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would have been pleased to hear what hia 
daughter said of liim when these circum- 
stances came to light. 

Let us have done with her, and rise from 
our tale with a sweeter taste in our mouth 
than that of harshness, pride, and greed. 
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CONCLUSION. 



Though Lady Pargiter was herself merci- 
less, she was the cause of mercy in others 
(which, perhaps, may be the reason, other- 
wise inexplicable, why such people are per- 
mitted to exist). Taking into account what 
she had suffered, and how the sparkling 
pride of her life had, as in a fairy tale, been 
changed into a handful of worthless pebbles, 
Matthew Helston withdrew from the prosecu- 
tion of her ladyship for malicious libel. So 
strongly, however, was Uncle Eoger for 
going on with it that it would, perhaps, 
have been proceeded with but for Sabey's 
opposition. 

* Pray, pray let us have peace,' she said ; 
*God has been so good to us; let us not 
persecute any creature He has made.' 
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* Prosecute, prosecute,' suggested Mr. 
Barlow, in gentle defence of the methods 
of legal procedure ; but Sabey had made no 
mistake in what she meant to say, and carried 
her point. 

There was nothing now, indeed, which, 
having once resolved upon, she failed to 
carry. She was the captain of the ship 
and Amy the most efficient of first lieu- 
tenants. Matthew, as we know, had never 
aspired to domestic rule ; and Uncle Stephen 
and Mr. Barlow had become her slaves. 
They felt that they could never make her 
reparation enough for a certain offence of 
the commission of which she remained ignor- 
ant to her dying day. 

Uncle Eoger, disenchanted of Cousin 
Dick, and earnestly desirous of a recon- 
ciliation with his only nephew, perceived 
that the shortest and surest way to it was 
through the good offices of his wife, and 
thus completed the sum of her subjects. 
He had counted on getting Matthew back 
to Latbury as his partner, and flattered 
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himself, indeed, that he would have 'jumped 
at the offer.' He declined it, or rather 
Sabey declined it for him, with the most 
gracious thanks. ' My husband is a man of 
genius,' she said, ' but it does not lie in the 
legal direction. He is the inventor of the 
Butterfly Nut.' 

' Confound that Madge,' muttered Uncle 
Eoger (we may be sure inaudibly),* and 
complained most bitterly of his disappoint- 
ment to Mr. Durham. 'It would serve 
Matthew right,' he said, 'if I left all my 
money to a hospital.' 

* Very likely, my dear sir,' repUed Uncle 
Stephen; 'only nobody is served right in 
this world.' 

' But what if I mean to do it, sir ? ' re- 
turned the old gentleman irascibly. 

* Then it's quite certain not to happen,' 
was the quiet reply. ' Nothing does happen 
— it is not my remark — except the Unex- 
pected. I used to think Matthew the most 
unlucky man in the world. He reminded 
one of Thomas Tusser, who spread his bread 
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with all sorts of butter, and none of it would 
stick ; yet see what a fortune he is making 
out of Madge after all/ 

*But he was all wrong about her; he 
can't make her move an inch.' 

'Of course not. If he did that my 
theory would be established beyond all 
question. But though the Butterfly Nut 
failed there, the principle of the flying screw 
has been established by it. He could have 
ten thousand pounds for the patent to- 
morrow. Look at the Pargiter diamonds 
— paste! Look at John Eutherford, sup- 
posed to have lied more than Charles the 
Ninth or the Duke of Gloucester, yet who 
stated the facts as he believed them.' 

'A nasty, poaching vagabond,' urged 
Uncle Eoger, *who, Mr. Brail says, had 
meant to kill Matthew with a pistol, on his 
own account.' 

'That is another mistake, my dear sir. 
He bought the pistol to defend himself against 
the designs of Dartmoor. We have heard 
all about it from the man's own lips.' 
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' Then why didn't he tell us about Dart- 
moor's designs ? ' 

' Well, that again is curious. Eutherford 
is a man of his word (another example of the 
unexpected in a cabman, by the way), and 
had promised not to betray them; and as 
he was quite certain in his own mind (and 
therefore wrong, of course) that he had left 
Matthew at Lady Pargiter's, and that conse- 
quently Dartmoor could have had no hand in 
his disappearance, he held his tongue. Then 
again can anything — ^between ourselves— 
have been more unexpected than the con- 
duct of our friend Mr. Barlow ? I confess I 
used to think but very little of him.' 

* A devilish sharp young fellow,' put in 
Uncle Eoger. 

Uncle Stephen shrugged his shoulders. 
' Possibly ; sharp but narrow, like a needle- 
no head, as I thought. Well, see how nobly 
he has come out of all this. But for him 
our Matthew would have been lost to us.' 

' True,' answered Uncle Eoger ; * I am 
indebted to him for that.' 
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* Notwithstanding the hospital,' put in the 
other shly. 

'Bother the hospital, sir. I shall give 
Barlow my London business.' 

It was really astonishing how that visit to 
Paris had developed Mr. Barlow's character,; 
Of course it was not the mere going abroad 
— ^for there is no evidence that Mr. Cook's 
excursionists are intellectually any the better, 
for that — ^but the experience of life that had 
been opened up to. him. It had evoked all 
sorts of qualities and feelings at the. existence 
of which in him only one person in the world 
had guessed. In short, at bottom he was 
worthy of her. 

Before Amy married him he had become 
as a brother of his blood to Matthew ; for 
had he not seen j)oor Phcebe at the very last 
and done his best to avenge her ? Sabey, of 
course, knew all about it and sympathised 
with him as only a good woman can with a 
rival — ^who is dead. Matthew did not talk 
much of his unhappy first love ; but he 
thought about her a good deal — always ten- 
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derly, purely, and with gratitude. It was 
curious, and went to confirm Uncle Stephen's 
theory, that the nature of this man, so reti- 
cent and unsocial, should have been so 
thoroughly known and appreciated by three 
women ; two of whom may be said to have 
lived for him, and one to have died for him. 

It may be taken for granted that when a 
man is beloved — ^in honest fashion — ^by more 
than one woman, he is deserving of love. 

As to Unde Stephen and Uncle Eoger I 
don't know which idolised their nephew 
most ; and in one case at least it was quite 
independent of his success in the world. 
The success, however, had, I think, some 
influence upon his own character ; it uncon- 
sciously expanded under it in a genial and 
wholesome way, hke a flower that, after a 
long winter, feels the kiss of the eun. He 
had no more disappointments, and only one 
regret. Yet, after all, was it not better 
even for poor Phoebe herself that she was 
dead? 

In the same desk in which had been 

VOL. III. T 



\ 



274 A CONFIDENTIAL AGENT. 

discovered that memorandum of his tender 
forethought for her, there was now a scrap 
of paper, torn and bloodstained, on which 
were scrawled the words that had saved 
Matthew's life; and on them — it is no dis-^ 
honour to his manhood to confess it— he 
never looked without a tear. 



THE END. 
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work w skoiild txptctftem tkr anther a/' English Surnamts.' " — Graphic. 

SraiiU 4to, green and gold, 61. 6d. ; gilt edges, 71. 6rf, 

Bechstein's As Pretty as Seven, 

And other German Stories, Collected by LtJDWiG BechSTeiN. With 
Additional Tales by the Brotbeir •muu, and 100 Illnstradous by 
RICHTEB. 



CHATTO <Sr* WIND US, PICCADILLY. 3 

A New Edition, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7J. (>d, 

Bartholomew Fair, Memoirs of. 

By Henry Morley. New Edition, with One Hundred Illustrations. 
Imperial 4to, cloth extra, gilt and gilt edges, su. per volume. 

Beautifol Pictures by British Artists : 

A Gathering of Favourites from our Piciure Galleries. In Two Series, 

The First Series including Examples by Wilkie, Constable, 
Turner, Mulready, Landseer, Maclise, E. M. Ward, Frith, 
Sir John Gilbert, Leslie, Ansdell, Marcus Stone, Sir Noel 
Paton, Faed, Eyre Crowe, Gavin O'Neil, and Madox Brown. 

The Second Series containing Pictures by Armitage, Faed, 
Goodall, Hemsley, Horsley, Marks, Nicholls, Sir Noel 
Paton, Pickersgill, G. Smith, Marcus Stone, Solomon, 
Straight, E. M. Ward, and Warren. 

All engraved on Steel in the highest style of Art. Edited, with 
Notices of the Artists, by Sydney Armytage, M.A. 

•* This hook is well got up, and good engraTnr^s by Jeens, Lumb Stocks, and 
otkers, bring back to us Royal Academy Exhibitions of past years.** — Times. 

Belgravia for 1881. 

A New Serial Story, entitled "A Romance of the Nineteenth 
Century," by W. H. Mallock, Author of " The New RepuWic,' 
will be begun in the January Number of Belgravia ; which Number 
will contain also the First Chapters of a New Novel by D. Christie 
Murray, entitled ** Joseph's Coat," illustrated by Fred. Barnard ; 
and the First of a Series of Illustrated Papers by Alfred Rimmer, 
Author of "Our Old Country Towns," entitled "Round About 
Eton and Harrow." Price One Shilling Monthly. 
•,• The FORTY-SECOND Volume of BELGRA VIA, elegantly bound 
in crimson doth, full gilt side and back, gilt edges, price js. 6d., is now 
ready. — Handsome Cases for binding volumes can be had at sj. each. 

Demy 8vo, Illustrated, price One Shilling. 

Belgravia Annual. 

Written by Julian Hawthorne, Dutton Cook, Percy Fitz- 
gerald, F. W. Robinson, J. Arbuthnot Wilson, D. Christie 
Murray, James Payn, &c. with Six full-page Illustrations. \Jn Nov, 

Demy 8vo, Illustrated, uniform in size for binding. 

Blackburn's Art Handbooks: 

Academy Notes, 1875. With 40 Illustrations. is» 

Academy Notes, 1876. With 107 Illustrations, is. 

Academy Notas, 1877. With 143 Illustrations, u. 

Academy Notes, 1878. With 150 Illustrations, is. 

Academy Notes, 1879. With 146 Illustrations, is. 
Academy Notes, 1880. With 126 Illustrations. 

Qrosvenor Notes, 1878. With 68 Illustrations. u. 

OrosvexKur Notes, 1879. With 60 Illustrations. ix. 
Qrosvenor Notes, 1880. With 48 Illustrations. 
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Art Handbooks — continued, 

Piotures at the Paris Exhibition, 1878. 80 Illustrations. 
Pictures at South Kensington. (The Raphael Cartoons, Sheep- 
shanks Collection, &c.) With 70 Illustrations. z«. 

The English Piotures at the National Oallery. With 114 

Illustrations, zs. 

The Old Masters at the National Gallery. 128 Illusts. is, 6d, 
Academy Notes, 1875-79. Complete in One Volume, with 
nearly 600 Illustrations in Facsimile. Demy 8vo, cloth limp» 6s. 

A Complete Illustrated Catalogue to the National Gktllery. 

With Notes by Hbnsy Blackburn, and 243 Illustrations. Demy 8vo« 
cloth limp, y 

UNIFORM WITH ** ACADEMY NOTES."* 
Royal Scottish Academy Notes, 1878. 117 Illustrations, u. 
Boyal Scottish Academy Notes, 1879. 125 Illustrations, i^. 
Boyal Scottish Academy Notes, 1880. 1 14 Illustrations. \s. 
Glasgow Institute of Fine Arts Notes, 1878. 95 Illusts. is. 
Glasgow Institute of Fine Arts Notes, 1879. 100 Illusts. i^. 
Glasgow Institute of Fine Arts Notes, 1880. 120 Illusts. i^. 
Walker Art Gallery Notes, Liverpool, 1878. 112 Illusts. is. 
Walker Art Gallery Notes, Liverpool, 1879. 100 Illusts. i^. 
Walker Art Gallery Notes, Liverpool, 1880. 100 Illusts. \s„ 
Boyal Manchester Institution Notes, 1878. 88 Illustrations, is. 
Society of Artists Notes, Birmingham, 1878. 95 Illusts. if» 
Children of the Great City. By F. W. Lawson. With Fac- 
simile Sketches by the Artist Demy 8vo, \s. 

Folio, half-bound boards, India Proofs, 21J. 

Blake (William) : 

Etchings from his Works. By W. B. ScOTT. With descriptive Text. 
•* The best side of Blake's work is given here, and makes a reedly attractive 
volittne, which all can enjoy. . . . The etching is of the best kind, more refined 
and delicate than the original work.** — Saturday Review. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 'js, 6d. 

Boccaccio's Decameron; 

or. Ten Days' Entertainment. Translated into English, with an Intro- 
duction by Thomas Wright, Esq., M.A., F.S.A. With Portrait, and 
Stothard's beautiful Copperplates. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 7s. 6d. 

Brand's Observations on Popular Antiquities^ 

chiefly Illustrating the Origin of our Vulgar Customs, Ceremonies, and 
Superstitions. With the Additions of Sir Henry Ellis. An entirely 
New and Revised Edition, with fine full-page Illustrations. 

Bowers' (Georgina) Hunting Sketches: 

Canters in Crampshire. By G. Bowers. I. Gallops from 

Gorseborough. II. Scrambles with Scratch Packs. III. Studies with 
Stag Hounds. Oblong 410, half*bound boards, 2if. 

Leaves from a Hunting Journal. By G. Bowers. Coloured in 

facsimile of the origiuals. Oblong 4to, half*bound, axs. 
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Bret Harte, Works by : 

Bret Harte's Collected Works. Arranged and Revised by the 
Author. To be completed in Five Vols., cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 6s. each. 
VoL I. Complete Poetical an» Dramatic Works. With Steel Plate 
Portrait, and an Introduction by the Author. \^Ready. 

Vol. II. Earlier Paphrs— Luck of Roaring Camp, and other sketches 
' — Bohemian Papers — Spanish and American Legends-C^^k/t- 

Vol. III. Tales of the Argonauts— Eastern Sketches. \_Ready, 
Vol. IV. Gabriel Conrov. [/« ^^ Press. 

Vol. V. Stories— Condensed Novels, &c. [/» tfu Press. 

The Select Works of Bret Harte, in Prose and Poetry. With 
Introductory £ssay by J. M. Bellew, Portrait of the Author, and 50 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, js. 6d. 

An Heiress of Red Dog, and other Stories. By Brst Harts. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. ; cloth limp, as. 6d, 

The Twins of Table Mountain. £y Bret Harts. Fcap. 

8vo, picture cover, is. ; crown Svo, cloth extra, y. 6d. 

The Luck of Roaring Gamp, and other Sketches. By Brst 

Hartb. Post Svo, illustrated boards, zs. 

Jeff Briggs's Love Story. By Bret Harts. Fcap. Svo, picture 

cover, xs. ; cloth extra, as. 6d. 
Small cxown Svo, doth extra, gilt, with full-page Portraits. 4^. 6d, 

Brewster's (Sir David) Martyrs of Science, 

Small crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with Astronomical Plates, 4^. 6d, 

Brewster's (Sir D.) More Worlds than One, 

the Creed of the Philosopher and the Hope of the Christian. 
Demy Svo, profusely Illustrated in Colours, 301. 

British Flora Medica : 

A History of the Medicinal Plants of Great Britain. Illustrated by 
a Figure of each Plant, coloured by hand. By Benjamin H 
Barton. F.L.S., and Thomas Castle, M.D., F.R.S. A New Edil 
tion, revised and partly re-written by John R. Jackson, A.L.S., 
Curator of the Museums of Economic Botany, Royal Gardens, Kew. 

THE STOTHARD BUNYAN.—Croym Svo, dothextra.^t js 6d 

Banyan's Pilgrim's Progress. 

Edited by Rev. T. ScoiT. Witlj 17 beautiful Steel Plates bv 
Stothard, engraved by Goodall ; and numerous Woodcuts. 



Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, ys, 6d, 

Byron's Letters and Journals. 

With Notices of his Life. By Thomas Moore. A Reprint of the 
Origina l E<Muon, newly revised, with Twelve full-page Plates/ 

Demy 8v o, clo th extra, 14? " 

Campbell's (Sir G.) White and Black • 

SMP^^rM-R ^ ""'''' '° '''" """^"^ ^^'^- «y Sir GEORGE 
" J^^ persons are Ukely to take it ui> -u^itkout finishing i/.--Nokconformist. 
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Crown 8vo, doth extra, i^. dd, 

Oarlyle (Thomas) On the Choice of Books. 

With Portrait and Memoir. 

Small 4to, cloth gilt, with Coloured Illustrations, zoj. td, 

Ohaucer for Children: 

A Golden Key. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. With Eight Coloured 
Pictures and numerous Woodcuts by the Au thor. 

Demy 8vo. cloth limp, or. td, 

Chaucer for Schools. 

By Mrs. Haweis, Author of " Chaucer for Children." {Nearly ready. 

This is a copious and Judicious selection from Cka*tcer's Tales ^ vrithfull notes 
OH the history t maneiers^ customs^ and language of the fourteenth century, vuith 
ntargtnal plossary and a literal poetical version in modem English in parallel 
column r wi'h the original poetry. Six of the Canterbury Tales are thus pretented, 
in sections of from \o to 200 lines ^ mingled with prose narrative. ** Chaucer for 
Schools " is issued to meet a widely-ex^esed want, and is especially adapted for 
class instruction, ft may be probably studied in connection with the maps and 
illustrations of " Chaucer for Children** 

Crown 8vo, cloth limp, with Map and Illustrations, or. 6df. 

Cleopatra's Needle: 

Its Acquisition and Removal to England. By Sir J . E . A1.EXANDER. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, ^5. 6d, 

Colman's Humorous Works : 

•• Broad Grins," " My Nightgown and Slippers." and other Humorous 
Works, Prose and Poetical, of George Colman. With Life by G. 
B. BuCKSTONE, and Frontispiece by Hogarth. 

Conway (Moncure D.), Works by: 

Demonology and Devil-Lore. By Moncure D. Conway, 

M. A. Two Vols. , royal 8vo, with 65 Illustrations, aSx. 
** A valuable contribution to mythological literature. . . . There is muck 
good writing, a vast fund of humanity, undeniable earnestness, and a delicate 
sense of humour, all set forth in pure English.** — Contemporary Rhvikw. 

A Necklace of Stories. By Moncure D. Conway, M.A. 

Illustrated by W. J. Hennessy. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 6*. 

" This delightful ' Necklace of Stories * is inspired with lovely and lofty 
sentiments.*' — Illustrated London News. 

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, with Coloured Illustrations and Maps, 24J. 

Cope's History of £he Rifle Brigade 

(The Prince Consort's Own), formerly the 95th. By Sir William 
H. Co pe, formerly Lieutenant, Rifle Brigade. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with 13 Portraits, ys. 6d. 

CJreasy's Memoirs of Eminent Etonians ; 

with Notices of the Early History of Eton College. By Sir Edward 
Creasy, Author of "The Fifteen Decisive Battles of the World." 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Etched Frontispiece, js. 6d, 

Credulities, Past and Present. 

By William Jones, F.S. A., Author of ** Finger-Ring Lore,^' &c. 
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NEW WORK fy the AUTHOR OF ** PRIMITIVE MANNERS 
AND CUSTOMS "—Crown 8vo. cloth extra, dr. 

Crimes and Funishments. 

Including a New Translation of Beccaria's ** Dei Delitti e delle Pene." 
^ By James Anson Farrer. 

Crown 8vo, doth gilt. Two very thick Volumes, js, 6d, each. 

Omikshank's Comic Almanack. 

Complete in Two Series : The First from 1835 to 1843 ; the Second 
from 1844 to 1853. A Gathering of the Best Humour oS 
Thackeray, Hood, Mathew, Albert Smith, A'Beckett. 
Robert Brough, &c. With 3,000 Woodcuts and Steel Ei^giavini^s 
by Cruikshank, Hine, Landells. &c. 

Parts I. to XIV. now ready, qis. each. 

Cussans' History of Hertfordshire. 

By John £. Cussans. Illustrated with full-page Plates on Copper 
and Stone, and a profusion of small Woodcuts. 

*♦• Parts XV. and XVI,^ completing the work, are keariy ready, 

** Mr. Cussans has, from, sources not acctsstble to CiutterducA, made mevi 
valuable additums to the manorial history of the county from the earliest Period 
dewnfwards, cleared up many doubtful points^ tiud given original details con* 
eeming xrarious subjects untouched or imperfectly treated 1^ thai writer* — 

ACADBMY. 

Two Vols., demy 4to, handsomely bound in half-morocco, gilt, profusely 
Illustrated with Coloured and Plain Plates and.Woodcuts, price £j 7;. 

Cyclopsedia of Costume ; 

or, A Dictionary of Dress — Regal, Ecclesiastical, Civil, and Military — 
from the EarUest Period in £ngl«id to the reign of George the Third. 
Including Notices of Contemporaneous Fashions on the Continent, 
and a G«ieral History of the Costumes of the Principal Countries of 
Europe. By J. R. Planch^, Somerset Herald. 

The Volumes may also be had separately (each Complete in itself) at ;C3 xj/t.^d. eadi : 

Vol. I. THE DIOTIONARY. 

Vol. n. A GENERAL HISTOBT OP GOSTTJSIE IH EUBOPB. 
Also in 25 Parts, at 5J. each. Cases for binding, 59. each, 
** A comprehensive and highly valuable book of reference, . . . We have 
rarely failed to find in this book an account of an article of dress, while in most 
of the entries curious and instructive details are given, , . , Mr, PUmdWs 
enormous labour of love, the production of a text which, whether in its dictionary 
form or in that of the * General History, is within its intended scope immeeaurably 
the best and richest work on Costume in English. . . . This book is not only 
one if the most readable works of the kind, but intrinsically attractive emd 
amusing,**— Atwrkjeuu. 

*' A most readable and interesting work—aeid it can Korcely be contOlted in 
vain, whether the reader is in search Jor information as to nrilitofy, court, 
ecclesiastical, legal, or professional costume, . . . All the chromo4itfi^raphs, 
at$d most of the woodcut illustrations— the loiter amounting to sevensl thousands 
—are very elaborately executed; and the work fomu a Uvre de luxe which renders 
a equally suited to the Ubretry and the ladie^ drawing-room," — ^Timbs. 
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Second Edition, revised and enlarged, demy 8vo, cloth extra, 

with Illustrations, 24J. 

Dodge's (Colonel) The Hunting Grounds of 

the Great West : A Description of the Plains, Game, and Indians of 
the Great North American Desert. By Richard Irving Dodge, 
Lieutenant-Colonel of the United States Army. With an Introduction 
by William Blackmorb ; Map, and numerous Illustrations drawn 
t^ Ernest Griset. 

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, X3J. 6^. 

Doran's Memories of our Great Tovms. 

With Anecdotic Gleanings concerning their Worthies and their 
Oddities. By Dr. John Doran, F.S.A. 

Second Edition, demy 8vo, cloth gilt, with Illustiauons, i8j. 

Dunraven's The Great Divide : 

A Nairative of Travels in the Upper Yellowstone in the Summer of 
Z874. By the Earl of Dunraven. With Maps and numerous 
striking full-page Illustrations by Valentine W. Bromley. 

" Ther* has not for a Umg tinu appeared a better hook of travel than Lord 
Dunraven* s * The Great Divide.* . . . The hook is full of clever ohservation^ 
0nd both narrative and illustrations are thoroughly good.** — Athksmuvl. 

Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 21J. 

Drury Lane (Old) : 

Fifty Years' Recollections of Author, Actor, and Manager. By 
Edward Stirling. [/« the press. 

Demy 8vo, cloth, i6j. 

Dutt's India^ Past and Present; 

with Minor Essays on Cognate Subjects. By Shoshee Chunder 
DuTT, Rdi Bdhddoor. 

Crown 8v9, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 6s, 

Emanuel On Diamonds and Precious 

Stones ; their History, Value, and Properties ; with Simple Tests for 
ascertaining their Reality. By Harry Emanuel, F.R.G.S. With 
numerous Illustrations, Tinted and Plain. 

Demy 4to, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 36J. 

Emanuel and Grego.— A History of the Gold- 
smith's and Jeweller's Art in all Ages and in all Coimtries. ^y E. 
Emanuel and Joseph Grego. With numerous fine Engravings. 

[/» preparation. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7^.6^. 

Englishman's House^ The : 

A Practical Guide to all interested in Selecting or Building a House, 
with fiill Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c. By C. J. RiCHAXDSON. 
Third Edition. With nearly 600 Illustrations. 
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Crown 8vo, doth boards, 6r. per Volume. 

Early English Poets. 

Edited, with Introductions and Annotations, bjr Re7. A. B. Grosabt. 

** Jfr. Gfw$art hm» tptttt tht m«tt labarUuM and tkg mast intkusuutic €mr§ «• 
ikg M^ftct rutcrmtiam and prtsfrvation of tk* tear/. . . Pram Mr, Grmmri w$ 
miwtns 0x^t and tUways recnva tht ^nai result* ojmast fatutU mmd cmmptUoA 

3. Herrick's (Robert) Hespezi- 

des. Noble Numbers, and Comfdete 
Collected Poems. With Memorial- 
Introducdon and Notes, Steel Por- 
trait, Index of First Lines, and 
Glossarial Index, &c Three Yobu 

4. Sidney's (Sir Philip) Oom- 

plete Poetical Works, including all 
those in "Arcadia." With Portiait, 
Memorial-Introduction, Essay on 
the Poetry of Sidney, and Notes. 
Three Vols. 



I. Fletoher's (Giles, B.D.) Com- 
plete Poems: Christ's Victorie in 
Heaven, Christ's Victorie on Earth, 
Christ's Triiunph over Death, and 
Minor Poems. With Memorial-In- 
trodncdoo and Notes. One Vol. 

a. Davles' (Sir John) Complete 

Poetical Works, including Pssilms I. 
to L. in Verse, and other hitherto 
Umpublished MSS., for the first time 
Collected and Edited. Memorial- 
Introduction and Notes. Two Vols. 



NEIV WORK BY DR. ANDREW WILSON. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with nearly 300 lUubtrations, 'js. 6d, 

Evolution (Chapters on) ; 

A Popular History of the Darwinian and Allied Theories of Develop- 
ment. By Andrew Wilson, Ph.D., F.R.S. Edin. &c. [In preparation. 

Abstract of Contents : — The Problem Stated — Sketch of the Rise and Progress of 
Evoludon — What Evolution is and what it is not — ^The Evidence for Evolution — 
The Evidence from Development — The Evidence from Rudimentary Organs — The 
Evidence from Geographical Distribution — ^The Evidence from Geology — Evolution 
and Environments — Flowers and their Fertilisation and Development— Evolution 
and D^eneration — Evolution and Ethics — ^The Relations of Evolution to Ethics 
and Theology, &c. &c. 

Folio, cloth extra, ;^x iis, 6d. 

Examples of Contemporary Art. 

Etchings from Representative Works by living English and Foreign 
Artists. Edited, with Critical Notes, by J. Comyns Carr. 
"// would not be easy to meet with a more sumptuous, and at the sasne tttm 
m more tasteful and instructive drawing-room book.* — Nonconformist. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, dr. 

Fairholf s Tobacco : 

Its History and Associations ; with an Account of the Plant and its 
Manufacture, and its Modes of Use in all Ages and Countries. By F. 
W. Fairholt, F.S.A. With Coloured Frontispiece and upwards of 
100 Illus trations by the Author. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, ^r. td, 

Faraday's Chemical History of a Candle. 

Lectures delivered to a Juvenile Audience. A New Edition. Edited 
by W. Crookes, F.CS. With numerous Illustrations^ 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, with Illustrations, 4;. 6<f. 

Faraday's Various Forces of Nature. 

New Edition. Edited by W. Ckookes, F.C.S. Numerous Illustrations. 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, ^s, 6d, 

Finger-Ring Lore: 

Historical, Lec^endary, and Anecdotal. By Wm. Jones, F.S.A* ^AHth 

Hundreds of lUustrations of Curious Ring's of all Ages and Countries. 

**On0 of those gossiping books which are as JkUl of amusement as 4/ insitruC' 

Price One Shilling Monthly. 

Gentleman's Magazine for 1881. 

The yanuary Number will contain the First Chapters of a New Serial 
Story, entitled "The Comet of a Season," by Justin McCarthy, 
M.P.. Author of " Donna Quixote," &c. 

%* Norm ready, the Volume /or J anvary to June, 1880, cloih extra, 
price 8j. 6d.; and Cases for binding, price 2S. each. 

Demy 8vo, illuminated cover, price One Shilling. 

The Gentleman's Annual. 

Containing The Posy Ring. By Mrs. Alfred W. Hunt.— Skele- 
ton Keys. By D. Christie Murray. — Love that Purifies. By 
Henrietta A. Duff. [In November . 

THE RUSK IN GH/MM.— Square 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, 6d. ; 

gilt edges, js. 6d, 

German Popular Stories. 

Collected by the Brothers Grimm, and Translated by Edgar Taylor. 

Edited with an Introduction by John Ruskin. With 23 Illustrations 

after the inimitable designs of Ueoroe Cruikshans:. Both Series 

Complete. 
*' The illustrations of this volume . . . are of quite sterling and admirablt 
art, of a class precisely parallel in elevation to the character of the tales nvhich 
they illustrate ; ami the original etchings^ as I have before said in the Appendix to 
my * Elements of Drawing* were unrivalled in masterfulness of touch since Sent- 
brandt fin some qualities of delineation, unrivalled even by him). . . . To meJte 
somewhat enlarged copies of them, looking at them through a magnifying glass, 
and never putting two lines where Cruikshank has put only one ^ would be an exer^ 
cise in decision and severe drawing ivhich would leave afterwards little to be leami 
t n schools." — Extract from Introd uction by John Ruskin. 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2J. 6d, 

Glenny's A Year's Work in Garden and 

Greenhouse : Practical Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to the Manage- 
ment of the Flower, Fruit, and Frame Garden. By George Glenny, 

** A great deal of valuable information^ conveyed in very simple language. The 
amateur need not ivish for a bette r guide** — Leeds Mercury. 

New and Cheaper Edition, demy 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, js.td, 

Greeks and Romans, The Life of the. 

Described from Antique Monuments. By Ernst Guhl and W. 
Koner. Translated from the Third German Edition, and Edited bj 
Dr. F. Hueffer. With 545 Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, ^s, 6d. 

Greenwood's Low-Life Deeps : 

An Account of the Strange Fish to be found there. By jAMES Green- 
wood. With Illustrations in tint by Alfred Concanen. 
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Crown 8vo, doth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 7; . di*. 

Greenwood's Wilds of London: 

Descriptive Sketches, from Personal Observations and Experience, of 
Remarkable Scenes, People, and Places in London. By James Green- 
wood. With 13 Tinted Illustrations by Alfred Concanen. 



Square x6mo (Tauchnitz size). 

Golden Library^ The : 

Ballad History of England. By 

W. C. Bbnnktt. 

Bayard Taylor's Diversionfl of 

the Echo Club. 

Byron's Don Juan. 
Emerson's Letters and Social 

Aims. 

Godwin's (Willlsun) Lives of 

the Necromancers. 

Holmes's Autoorat of the 

Breakfast Table. With an Introduc- 
tion by G. A. Sala. 

Holmes's Professor at the 

Breakfast Table. 

Hood's Whims and Oddities. 

Complete. With all the original Il- 
lustrations. 

Irvlng's (Washington) Tales of 

a Traveller. 

Irving's (Washington) Tales of 

the Alhambra. 

Jesse's (Edward) Scenes and 

Occupations of Country Life. 

Lamb's Essays of Elia. Both 

Series Complete in One Vol. 

Leigh Hunt's Essays : A Tale 

for a Chimney Comer, and other 
Pieces. With Portrait, and Introduc- 
tion by Edmund Ollibr. 



cloth extra, sj. per volume. 



Mallory's (Sir Thomas) Mort 

d' Arthur ; The Stories of King Arthur 
and of the Knights of the Rouncl 
Table. Edited by B. Montgombkib 
Ranking. 

Pascal's Provinoial Letters, h 

New Translation, with Historical In- 
troduction and Notes, by T. M'Ckik 
D.D. 

Pope's Poetical Works. Com- 
plete. 

Rochefoucauld's Maxims and 

Moral Reflections. With Notes, and 
an Introductory Essay by Saintb- 
Bbuvs. 

St Pierre's Paul and Virginia, 

and The Indian Cottage. Edited, 
with Life, by the Rev. E. Clarke. 

Shelley's Early Poems, and 

Queen Mab, with Essay by Leigh 
Hunt. 

Shelley's Later Poems : Laon 

and Cythna, &c 

Shelley's Posthumous Poems, 

the Shelley Papers, &c. 

Shelley's Prose Works, includ- 
ing A Refutation of Deism, Zastrozcia 
Sl Irvyne, &c 

White's Natural History of Sel' 

borne. Edited, with additions, by 
Thomas Brown, F.L.S. 



Crown 8vo, cloth gilt and gilt edges, ys. 6d, 

Golden Treasury of Thought, The : 

An Encyclopaedia op Quotations from Writers of all Times and 
Countries. Selected and Edited by Theodore Taylor. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 4J. 6d, 

Guyot's Earth and Man; 

or, Physical Geography in its Relation to the History of Mankind. 
With Additions by Professors Agassiz, Pierce, and Gray ; la Maps 
and Engravings on Steel, some Coloured, and copious Index. 
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Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), Poems by : 

Maiden Ecstasy. Small 4to, cloth extra, %s. 
New Symbols. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6j. 
Legends of the Morrow. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, dr. 

Medium 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 'js, td. 

Hall's (Mrs. S. C.) Sketches of Irish Character. 

With numerous Illustrations on Steel and Wood by Macuss, Gil- 
bert, Harvey, and G. Cruikshank. 



« 



Tfu Irish Sketches of this lady resembU Miss Mii/ord's heauHful Engtuk 
sketches in * Our Village* but they are far more vigorous and ^turesque and 
bright." — Blackwood's Magazine. 

Post 8vo, doth extra, 4J. 6^. ; a few large-paper copies, half-Roxb., xof. 6d, 

Handwriting, The Philosophy of. 

By Don Felix de Salamanca. With 134 Facsimiles of Signatures ^ 

Haweis (Mrs.), Works by: 

The Art of Dress. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis, Author of " The 

Art of Beauty," &c. Illustrated by the Author. Small 8vo, illustrated 
cover, IS. ; cloth limp, is. 6d. 

" A well-considered attempt to affly canons oj good taste to the costumes 

of ladies of our time Mrs, Haweis writes frankly and to the 

pointy she does not mince matters^ but boldly remonstrates with hJer o^vn sex 

on the follies they indulge in We may recommend the book to the 

ladies whom it concerns."— ArHnuMVK, 

The Art of Beauty. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis, Author of 

"Chaucer for Children." Square 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, gilt edges, with 
Coloured Frontispiece and nearly 100 Illustrations, los. 6d, 

*#* See also Chaucer, p. 6 of this Catalogue, 
Complete in Four Vols. , demy 8vo, cloth extra, lar. each. 

History of Our Own Times, from the Accession 

of Queen Victoria to the General Election of 1880. By Justin 
McCarthy, M.P. 

•* Criticism is disarmed before a composition which frovokes little but approval 
This is a really good book on a really interesting subject ^ and words piled on worat 
could say no mote for it. . . . Such is the effect 0/ its general justice, its breadth 
of view, and its sparkling buoyancy, that very few o/its readers will r'n^^ these 
volumes without looking forward with interest to the two [since publi- hedj that 
are to follow.**— Saturday Review. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 51. 

Hobhouse's The Dead Hand : 

Addresses on the subject of Endowments and Settlements of Property. 
By Sir Arthur Hobhouse, Q.C, K. C.S.I. 



Crown 8vo, cloth limp, with Illustrations, 2J. td. 

Holmes's The Science of Voice Production 

and Voice Preservation : A Popular Manual for the Use of Speakers 
and Singers. By Gordon Holmes, L.R.C.P.E. 



^ 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4J. dd. 

Hollingshead's (John) Plain English. 

*'/ anticipate itKinense entertaintnentfrotn the perusal of Mr. H oUingshiad* s 
* Plain English^ which I imagined to be a philological ivork^ but which 1 Jind to 
be a series of essays^ in the Hollingsheadian or Sledge- Hammer style^ on those 
matters theatrical with which he is so eminently conversant," — G. A. S. in the 
Illustratbd London News. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, ys. 6d, 

Hood's (Thomas) Choice Works, 

In Prose and Verse. Including the Cream of the Comic Annuals. 
With Life of the Author, Portrait, and Two Hundred Illustrations. 

Square crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 6s. 

Hood's (Tom) From Nowhere to the North 

Pole : A Noah's Arkseological Narrative. With 25 Illustrations by 
W. Brunton and E. C. Barnes. 

"The amusing letterpress is profusely interspersed with the jingling rkyfHi% 
which children love and learn so easily. Messrs. Brunton and Barnes dofuil 
justice to the writer's meanings and a pleasanter result of the hartnonious co* 
operation of author and artist could not be desired.** —Times. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, ^s, 6d. 

Hook's (Theodore) Choice Humorous Works, 

including his Ludicrous Adventures, Bons-mots, Puns, and Hoaxes, 
With a new Life of the Author, Portraits, Facsimiles, and Illustrations. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, ys. 

Home's Orion : 

An Epic Poem in Three Books. By Richard Hengtst Horns. 
With a brief Commentary by the Author. With Photographic f orcrait 
from a Medallion by Summers. Tenth Edition. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ys, 6d. 

Howell's Conflicts of Capital and Labour 

Historically and Economically considered. Being a History and 
Review of the Trade Unions of Great Britain, showing their Origin, 
Progress, Constitution, and Objects, in their Political, Social, Eco- 
nomical, and Industrial Aspects. By George Howell. 

*' This book is an attempt, and on the whole a successful attempt, to ^laci tMs 
work of trade unions in the past^ and their objects in the future, fairfy o€ftfr$ tis 
pubUc from the vuorking man* s point of vie w.** —Y k ia. M all Gazettb. 

Demy Svo, cloth extra, I3J. dd. 

Hueflfer's The Troubadours: 

A History of Ptovencal Life and Literature in the Middle Ages. By 
Francis Hueff er. 

Two Vols. Svo, with 5a Illustrations and Maps, cloth extra, gilt, 141. 

Josephus^ The Complete Works of. 

Translated by Whiston. Containing both *' The Antiquities of the 
Jews " and " The Wars of the Jews." 
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A New Edition, Revised and partly Re-written, with sevoal New 
Chapters and Illustrations, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7J. 6^ 

Jennings' The Rosicrucians : 

Their Rites and Mysteries. With Chapters on the Ancient Fire and 
Serpent Worshippers. By Hargrave Jennings. With Five laQ- 
page Plates and upwards of 300 Illustrations. 



•(i 



' Ont oftkost volumes which may be tcJten ftp tmd dipptd ittio ai randam^rkm^ 
an^haur s reading, or, on the other hand, appealed to by tkt ttudeni as a sourtt ^ 
veUuablt information on a system, which has not only exercised for kimdrtdt of yHm% 
an extraordinary influence on the mental development of so shrewd aPeopu ms As 
Jews, but has captivated the minds of some of the greatest thinkers ofCkriwfemdotes 
in the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries.** — Lbbds Mhrcusy. 

Small 8vo, cloth, full gilt, gilt edges, with Illustrations, 6s, 

Eavanaghs' Pearl Fountain, 

And other Fairy Stories. By Bridget and Julia Kavanagh. MHth 
Thirty Illustrations by J. Moyr Smith. 

'* Genuine new fairy stories of the old type, some of them as delightful at the 

hist of Grimm* s * German Popular Stories.* .... For the most part the 

stories are do wnrig hit thorough-^oing fairy stories of the most admireible kind, 

. . . Mr, Moyr Smiths illustrations, too, are admirable** — SpbctatoiU 

Crown 8vo, illustrated boards, with numerous Plates, or. 6d, 

Lace (Old Point)^ and How to Copy and 

Imitate it. By Daisy Waterhouse Hawkins. With 17 Ulustra- 
tions by the Author. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous Illustrations, xof. dd. 

Lamb (Mary and Charles) : 

Their Poems, Letters, and Remains. With Reminiscences and Notes 
by W. Carew Hazlitt. With Hancock's Portrait of the Essayist, 
Facsimiles of the Title-pages of the rare First Editions of Lamb's and 
Coleridge's Works, and numerous Illustrations. 

"' Very many passages will delight those fond of literary trifles; hardly any 
portion will fail in interest for lovers of Charles Lamb and his sister. " — Standasi^. 

Small 8vo, cloth extra, 51. 

Lamb's Poetry for Children, and Prince 

Dorus. Carefully Reprinted from unique copies. 

" The quaint and delightful little book, over the recovery of which all the hearts 
of his lovers are yet warm with rejoicing.*' — A. C. Swinburne. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Portraits, 75. 6d. 

Lamb's Complete Works, 

In Prose and Verse, reprinted from the Original Editions, with many 
Pieces hitherto unpublished. Edited, with Notes and Introduction, 
by R. H. Shepherd. With Two Portraits and Facsimile of a Page 
of the " Essay on Roast Pig." 

"A complete edition of Lamb's writings, in prose and verse, has long been 
wanted, and is now supplied. The editor appears to have taken great pains 
to bring together Lamb's scattered contributions, and his collection contains a 
number of pieces 'which are now reprodiiced fo*' the /ii'st time since their original 
appearance in various old periodicals*^ — Saturday Review. 
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Demy 8vo, cloth extra, with Maps and Illustrations, x&f. 

Lamont's Yachting in the Arctic Seas ; 

or. Notes of Five Voyages of Sport and Discovery in the Neighbour- 
hood of Spitzbergen and Novaya Zemlya. By James Lamont, 
F.R.G.S. With numerous full-page Illustrations by Dr. Livesay. 

^ After wadinjg through numberlest volumes of icy fictioHt concocted namativet 
emd spurious biography of Arctic voyagers, it is pleasant to meet with a real and 
gemsitu volume, . . . He shovfs much tact in recountiug his adventures, tmd 
they are so interspersed with anecdotes and information as to mahe them anythsug 
but wearisomsi . . . The book, as a whole, is the most important additiem 
made to our Arctic litertUure for a long timeJ*—ATHKSjavM. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, full gilt, 71. 6d. 

Latter-Day Lyrics : 

Poems of Sentiment and Reflection by Living Writers ; selected and 
arranged, with Notes, by W. Davenport Adams. With a Note on 
some Foreign Forms of Verse, by Austin Dobson. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, full gilt, dr. 

Leigh's A Tovm Garland. 

By Hbnry S« Leigh, Author of '* Carols of Cockayne." 

**If Mr. LeigKs verse survroe to a future generation — €tnd there is no reason 
why that honour should not be accorded productions so delicate, so finished, and so 
full of humour — their author will probably be remembered as the Poet of the 
Strand, .... Very whimsically does Mr, Leigh treat the subjects which com- 
mend theutselves to him. His vtrse is always admirable in rhythm, emd /us 

rhymes are hapPy enough to deserve a place by the best of Barham The 

oniire contents of the volume are equally noteworthy /or humour and for daitUi- 
mess 0/ workmanship." — Athenaum. 

Second Edition. — Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 6s, 

Leisure-Time Studies^ chiefly Biological. 

By Andrew Wilson, F.R.S.E., Lecturer on Zoology and Compara- 
tive Anatomy in the Edinburgh Medical ^School. 

**It is well when we can take up the work of a really qualified investigator, 
who in the intervals of his more serious professional labours sets himself to impart 
iknowledge in such a simple and elementary form as may attract and instruct, 
with no danger of misleading the tyro in natural science. Such a work is this 
little volume, made up of essays and addresses toritten and delivered by Dr. 
Andrew JVilson, lecturer and examiner in science at Edinburgh and Glasgow, at 
leisure intervals in a busy professional life, . . . Dr. WilsotCs passes teem with 
matter stimulating to a healthy love qf science and a reverence for the truths 
c f nature,'*— Satvkday Rk vikw. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7s, 6d, 

Life in London; 

or, The History of Jerry Hawthorn and Corinthian Tom. With the 
whole of Cruikshank's Illustrations, in Colours, after the Originals. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, 

Lights on the Way : 

Some Tales within a Tale. By the late J. H. Alexander, B.A. 
Edited, with an Explanatory Note, by H. A. Page, Author of 
•*Thoreau» A Study." 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7^. td» 

Longfellow's Complete Prose Works. 

Including <' Outre Mer." *' Hyperion," *' Kayanagh," "The Pbeto 
and Poetry of Europe/' and " Driftwood." With Fbrtndt and lUoi- 
trations by Va lentine Bromley, 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 7^. 6</. 

Longfellow's Poeticsd Works. 

Carefully Reprinted from the Original Editions. With nomeroM 
fine Illustrations on Steel and Wood. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 51. 

Lunatic Asylum, My Experiences in a. 

By a Sane Patient. 

" The story is clever and interesting^ sad beyond measure though the sm^ftd 
be. There is no personal bitterness^ and no violence or ang^er. fVhatever meetf 
have been the evidence for our author* s madness when he was consigned to an 
asyiufHt nothing can be clearer than his sanity when he wrote thisoooh; it is 
bright f cabn^ and to the point." — Spectator. 

ft 

Demy 8vo, with Fourteen full-page Plates, cloth boards, i8j. 

Lusiad (The) of Camoens. 

Translated into Euglish Spenserian verse by Robert Ffrench Duff, 
Knight Coraraander of the Portuguese Royal Order of Christ. 

Macquoid (Mrs.)^ Works by: 

In the Ardennes. By Katharine S. Macquoid. With 

46 fine Illustrations by Thomas R. Macquoid. Uniform with ** Pictures 
and Legends." Square 8vo, cloth extra, 10s. 6d. \_Nearly ready. 

Pictures and Legends from Normandy and Brittany. By 

Katharine S. Macquoid. With numerous Illustrations by Thomas R. 
Macquoid. Square 8vo, cloth gilt, xos. 6d. 

•* i^/r. and Mrs. Macquoid have been strolling in Normandy and Brittany^ 
and the result of their observations and researches in that picturesque land 
01 romantic associations ts an attractive volume, tvhich is neither a tvorkof 
travel nor a collection of stories, but a book partaking almost in equal degree 
Of each of these characters. . . . The illustrations, which are numerous 
are drawn, as a rule, with remarkable delicacy as well as with true artistic 
/etiiui^.*' — Daily News. 

Through Normandy. By Katharine S. Macquoid. With 

90 Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid. Square 8vo, cloth extra, "js. 6d. 

* ' One of the few books which can be read as apiece of literature, v/hilst at 
the iume time handy in the kfiapsack.*' — British Quarterly Review. 

Through Brittany. By Katharine S. Macquoid. With 

numerous Illustrations by Thomas R. Macquoid. Square 8vo, cloth 
extra, js. 6d. 

*' The pleasant companionship which Mrs. Macquoid offers, while wander- 
ing from one point of interest to another, seems to throw a renewed chartie 
aro-tfid each of t-drpicted scene .*' — Morning Post. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 2J. 6d, 

Ma-'lre Natura v. The Moloch of Fashion. 

By T.uKE Limner. With 32 Illustrations by the Author. Fourth 
huriiON, revised and enlarged. 
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Handsomely printed in facsimile, price 5^. 

Magna Charta. 

An exact Facsimile of the Original Document in the British Museum, 
printed on fine plate paper, nearly 3 feet long by a feet wide, with the 
Arms and Seals emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 

Small 8vo, z^.; cloth extra, \5, 6d, 

Milton's The Hygiene of the Skin. 

A Concise Set of Rules for the Management of the Skin ; with Direc- 
tions for Diet, Wines, Soaps, Baths, &c. By J. L. Milton, Senior 
Surgeon to St. John's Hospital. 

By the same Author, 
The Bath In Diseases of the Skin. Sm. 8vo, ix.;cl. extra, is,6d, 

MaUock's (W. H.) Works ; 

I8 Life Worth liivingP By William Hurrell Mallock. 

New Edition, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6j. [Nearly ready, 

" This deeply interesting volume It is the most powerful in- 
dication o/religion^ both natural and revealed, that has appeared since Bishop 
Butler wrote , and is much more use/id than either the Analogy or the Ser- 
tnons of that great divine, as a refutation of the peculiar form assumed by 

the infidelity of the Present day Deeply philosophical as the booh 

is, there is not a heavy page in it. The writer is 'possessed,* so to speah, 
with his great subject, has sounded its depths, surveyed it in all its extent^ 
and brought to bear on it all the resources of a vivid, rich, and impassioned 
style, as well as an adequate acquaintance with the science, the philosophy, 
and the literature of the day.**— Irish Daily Nbws. 

The New Republic ; or, Culture, Faith, and Philosophy in an 
English Country House. By William Hurrell Mallock. Cheap 
Edition, in the " Mayfair Library." Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2J. 6df. 

The New Paul and Virginia ; or, Positivism on an Island. Bv 
William Hurrell Mallock. Cheap Edition, in the "Mayfair Li- 
brary.'' Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2j. td. 

Poems. By W. H. Mallock, Small 4to, bound in parchment, 8j. 

Mark Twain's Works: 

The Choice Works of Mark Twain. Revised and Corrected 

throughout by the Author. With Life, Portrait, and numerous Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7; . 6d, 

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. By Mark Twain. With 

loolllustrations. Small 8vo, cl. ex., js. 6d. Chbap Edition, illust, boards, as, 

A Pleasure Trip on the Continent of Europe : The Innocents 

Abroad, and The New Pilgrim's Progress. By Mark Twain. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s, 

An Idle Excursion, and other Sketches. By Mark Twain. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, or. 

A Tramp Abroad. By Mark Twain. With 314 Illustrations. 

Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7^. 6d. 

** The fun and tenderness of the conception, of which no living man but 
Mark Twain is capable, its grcue and fantasy and slyness, the wonderful 
feeling for animals that is manifest in every line, make oj all this episode o/ 
yim Baker and his jay s a piece of work that is not only delightful as mere 
reading, but also of a high degree of merit as literature. . . . The book is 
full of good things, and contains passages and episodes that are equal to the 
funniest of those that fiave gone before** — ATHENiEUM. 
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Post 8vo, cloth limp, aj. 6^ per vol. 

Mayfair Library, The: 



The New Republia By W. H. 

Mallock. 

The New Paul and Vlrgiiiia. 

By W. H, Mallock.' 

The True History of Joshua 

Davidson. By £. Lynn Linton. 

OldStorlesBe-told. By Walter 

Thornbury. 

Thoreau : His Life and Alms. 

By H. A. Page. 

By stream and Sea. By Wil- 
liam Sbnior. 

Jenz d'Esprit Edited by Henry 
S. Lbigh. 

Pnnlana. By the Hon. Hugh 

Rowley. 
More Punlana. By the Hon. 

Hugh Rowley. 
Puok on Pegasus. By H. 

Cvolmondelby-Pbnnbll. 



Muses of Mayfair. Edited by 
H. Cholmondeley-Pbnnbll. 

Gastronomy as a Fine Art. By 
Brillat-Savarin. [bbrt. 

Original Plays. By W. S. Gil- 

Oarols of Oookayne. By H^nry 

S. Leigh. 
The Speeches of Charles 

Dickens. With Chapters on Dickens 
as a Letter- Writer, JPoet, and 'Public 
Reader. 

Literary Frivolities, Fancies* 

Follies, and Frolics. By William 

T. DOBSON. 

Penoil and Palette : Being Per- 
sonal Anecdotes chiefly of Contem- 
?orary Painters, with Gossip about 
'ictures Lost, Stolen, Forged, and 
Discovered ; also Great Picture Sales. 
A Book for Artists and Lovers of Art. 
By Robert Kempt. [Nearly teady. 



*»* Other Volumes are in Reparation, 



New Novels. 

OUIDA'S NEW NOVEL, 

PIPISTRELLO, and other Stories. By Ouida. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, lox. 6d. 

JAMES PAYNES NEW NOVEL. 

A CONFIDENTIAL AGENT. By Tames Payn. With 12 
Illustrations by Arthur Hopkins. Three Vols., crown 8vo. 

CHARLES GIBBON'S NEW NOVEL. 

IN PASTURES GREEN, and other Stories. By Charles 
Gibbon. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, xof. 6d. 

NE W NO VEL BY y ULIA N HA WTHORNE. 

ELLIOE QUENTIN, and other Stories. By JULIAN Haw- 
thorne. Two Vols., crown 8vo. 

MR. FRANCILLON'S NEW NOVEL. 

QUEEN COPHETXJA. By R. E. Francillon. Three Vols., 
crown 8vo. \ Nearly ready, 

MRS. HUNT'S NEW NOVEL. 

THE LEADEN CASKET. By Mrs. Alfred W. Hunt. 

Three Vols., crown 8vo. [Nearly ready. 

NEW NOVEL BY MRS. LINTON. 
THE REBEL OF THE FAMILY. By E. Lynn Linton, 

Three Vols., crown Bvo. \.y**st ready. 

NEW WORK BY OUIDA. 
A NEW WORK BY OUIDA is now in the press. Two Vols., 

crown 8vo, 
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Small 8vo, cloth limp, with Illustrations, 2s. 6d, 

Miller's Physiology for the Toung; 

Or, The House of Life : Human Physiology, with its Applications to 
the Preservation of Health. For use in Classes and Popular Reading. 
With numerous Illustrations. By Mrs. F. Fenwick Miller. 

**Am admirailt tntrodiictioK to a subject which all who value health and enjof 
Uft thoutdhave at their Jingurs' ends, —"Echo. 

Square 8vo, doth extra, with niunerous Illustrations, gs. 

North Italian Folk. 

By Mrs. Comyns Carr. Illustrated by Randolph Caldecott. 

" A deUghtfulbook^ of a kind which is far Unbare. If anyone wants to really 
know the North Italian folk^ we can honestly aavise him to omit the journey^ emd 
tit down to read Mrs, Carr* spaces instead, , . . Description with Mrs, Carr 
is a real gift, , , , It is rarely that a hook is so happily iliusiraied**--Con- 

TKMPORARV RkVIHW. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Vignette Portraits, price dr. per VoL 



Old Dramatists^ The 

Ben Jonaon's Works. 

With Notes, Critical and Explanatory, 
and a Biographical Memoir by Wil- 
liam GiPFORD. Edited by Colonel 
Cunningham. Three Vols. 

Chapman's Works. 

Now First Collected. Complete in 
Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the Plays 
complete, including the doubtful ones; 
Vol. II. the Poems and Minor Trans- 
lations, with an Introductory Essay 



by Algbrnon Charles SwiNBimNs. 
Vol. III. the Translations o£ the Iliad 
and Odyssey. 

Marlowe's Works. 

Including his Translations. Edited, 
with Notes and Introduction, by CoU 
Cunningham. One Vol. 

Massinger's Plays. 

From the Text of William Gifford. 
With the addition of the Tragedy of 
"Believe as you List." Edited by 
Col. Cunningham. One VoL 



Crown 8vo, red cloth extra, 5;. each. 

Oaida's Novels.— Library Edition. 



Held in Bondage. By Ouida. 

Strathmore. By Ouida. 

Ohandos. By Ouida. 

Under Two Flags. By Ouida. 

Idalia. By Ouida. 

OecU OasUemalne. By Ouida. 

Trlootrin. By Ouida. 

Puck. By Ouida. 



Dog of Flanders. 
PasoareL 



By Ouida. 
By Ouida. 



Two Wooden Shoes. By Ouida. 



Signa. 

In a Winter City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 



By Ouida. 
By Ouida. 
By Ouida. 
By Ouida. 
By Ouida. 



Folle FiMne. By Ouida. 

*«* Also a Cheap Edition 01 all but the last, post 8vo. illustrated boards^ 
af . each. 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, is, 6d. 

Parliamentary Procedure, A Popular Hand- 

book of. By Henry W. Lucy. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Portrait and Illustrations, 7s, 6d, 

Poe's Choice Prose and Poetical Works. 

With Baudelairb's "Essay." 
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Crown 8vo, carefully printed on creamy paper, and tastefully bound 
in cloth for the Library, price 3J. td. each. 

Piccadilly Novels, The. 

BEADY-MONEY MOBTIBOY. By W. Besant and Jambs Rick. 
MY IiITTLE GIRL. By W. Besant and James Rice. 
THE OASE OF MB. LXJORAFT. By W. Besant and Jambs Ricb. 
THIS SON OF VULOAN. By W. Besant and James Ricb. 
WITH HABP AND OBOWN. By W. Besant and James Ricb. 
THE GOLDEN BUTTERFLY. By W. Besant and James Ricb. 

With a Frontispiece by F. S. Walker. 

BY OELIA'S ABBOITR By W. Besant and James Rice. 

THE MONKS OF THELEMA. By W. Besant and James Ricb. 

'TWAS IN TBAFALGAB'S BAY. By W. Besant & James Ricb. 

THE SEAMY SIDE. By Walter Besant and James Rice. 

ANTONINA. By Wilkie Collins. Illustrated by Sir J. Gilbbrt 
and Alfred Concanbn. 

BASIL. By Wilkie Collins. Illustrated by Sir John Gilbert 

and J. Mahonby. 
HIDE AND SEEK. By Wilkie Collins. Illustrated by Six 

John Gilbert and J. Mahonby. 

THE DEAD SECRET. By WiLKiE Collins. Illustrated by Six 
John Gilbert and H. Furniss. 

QUEEN OF HEARTS. By Wilkie Collins. Illustrated by Six 
John Gilbert and A. Concanen. 

MY MISCELLANIES. By Wilkie Collins. With Steel Por- 
trait, and Illustrations by A. Concanen. 

THE WOMAN IN WHITE. By Wilkie Collins. Illustrated 

by Sir J. Gilbert and F. A. Fraser. 

THE MOONSTONE. By Wilkie Collins. Illustrated by G. 

Du Maurier and F. A. Fraser. 

MAN AND WIFE. By Wilkie Collins. lUust. by Wm. Small. 

POOR MISS FINCH. By Wilkie Collins. Illustrated by G. 
Du Maurier and Edward Hughes. 

MISS OR MRS. P By Wilkie Collins. Illustrated by S. L. 

Fildes and Henry Woods* 

THE NEW MAGDALEN. By Wilkie Collins. Illustrated by 
G. Du Maurier and C. S. Rbinhart. 

THE FROZEN DEEP. By Wilkie Collins. Illustrated by G. 

Du Maurier and J. Mahonby. 

THE LAW AND THE LADY. By Wilkie Collins. Illus- 
trated by S. L. FiLDBS and Sydney Hall. 

THE TWO DESTINIES. By Wilkie Collins. 
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Piccadilly Novels — c(mtinued. 
THE HAUNTED HOTEL. By WiLKiE Collins. Illustrated by 

Arthur Hopkins. 

THE FALLEN LEAVES. By WiLKlE COLLINS. 

JEZEBEL'S DAUGHTER. By WiLKlE Colltns. 

DEOEIVEBS EVER. By Mrs. H. LOVSTT CAMERON. 

JULIET'S GUARDIAN. By Mrs. H. LovsTT Cameron. Illiis- 
trated by Valentinb Bromley. 

FELICIA. By M. Betham-Edwards. Frontispiece by W. BoWLBS. 

OLYMPIA. By R. £. Francillon. 

GARTH. By Julian Hawthorne. 

IN LOVE AND WAR. By Charles Gibbon. 

WHAT WILL THE WORLD SAY P By Charles Gibbon. 

FOR THE KING. By Charles Gibbon. 

IN HONOUR BOUND. By Charles Gibbon. 

QUEEN OF THE MEADOW. By Charles Gibbon. Ulos- 

trated by Arthur Hopkins. 

UNDER THE GREENWOOD TREE. By Thomas Hardy. 

THORNIOROFT'S MODEL. By Mrs. A. W. Hunt. 

FATED TO BE FREE. By Jean Ingelow. 

CONFIDENCE. By Henry James, Jun. 

THE QUEEN OP CONNAUGHT. By Harriett Jay. 

THE DARK COLLEEN. By Harriett Jay. 

NUMBER SEVENTEEN. By Henry Kingsley. 

OAKSHOTT CASTLE. By Henry Kingsley. With a Frontif- 
piece by Shirucv Hodson. » 

PATRICIA KEMBALL. By E. Lynn Linton. li^th a Frontis- 
ineceby G. Du Mauribr. 

THE ATONEMENT OF LEAM DUNDA8. By E. LYNN 

LiMTON. With a Frontispiece by Hbnry Woods. 



WORLD WELL LOST. By E. Lynn Linton. Illustrated 
by J. Lawson and Hbnry French. 

UNDER WHICH LORD P By E. Lynn Linton. 

WITH A SILKEN THREAD. By E. Lynn Linton. 

THE WATERDALE NEIGHBOURS. By Justin McCarthy. 

MT ENEMY'S DAUGHTER. By Justin McCarthy. 

IJNLEY BOCHFORD. By Justin McCarthy. 

A FAIR SAXON. By Justin McCarthy. 

DEAR LADY DISDAIN. By Justin McCarthy. 

MISS MISANTHROPE. By Justin McCarthy. Illtutiated bf 

Abthur Hopkins. 

I>ONNA QUIXOTE. By Justin McCarthy. Illustrated by 

Arthur Hopkins. 

IX>8T ROSE. By Katharine S. Macquoid. 
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Piccadilly Novels — continued, 
THB wrCL EYE, and other Stories. By Kathakins S. Mac- 

QUOiD. Illustrated by Thomas R. Macquoid and Pkrcv Macquoux 

OPENl SESAME 1 Bjr Florencs Marryat. illusaated by 

F. A. Frasbk. 

TOUCH AND OO. Bjr Jean Middlemass, 

WHITELADIES. By Mrs. Oliphant. With ninstradons by A. 
Hopkins and H. Woods. 

THE BEST OF HUSBANDa By James Payn. Bliistrated by 
J. MoYR Smith. 

FALLEN FORTUNES. By James Payn. 

HALVES. By James Payn. With a Frontispiece by J. Mahohky. 

WALTER'S WORD. By James Payn. lUust. by J. Moyr Smith. 

W^SAT HE OOST HER. By James Payn. 

LESS BLAOE THAN WEUE PAINTED. By James Payn. 

BY PROXY. By James Payn. Ulustrated by Arthur Hopkins. 

UNDER ONE ROOF. By James Payn. 

HIGH SPIRITS. By James Payn. 

HER MOTHER'S DARLING. By Mrs. J. H. Riddell. 

BOUND TO THE WHEEL. By John Saunders. 

GUY WATERMAN. ByJoHN Saunders. 

ONE AGAINST THE WORLD. By John Saunders. 

THE LION IN THE PATH. By John Saunders. 

THE WAY WE LIVE NOW. By Anthony Trollope. Dlast. 

THE AMERICAN SENATOR. By Anthony Trollops. 

DIAMOND OUT DIAMOND. By T. A. Trollope. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2j. each. 

Popular Novels, Cheap Editions of. 

[WiLKiB Collins' Novels and Besant and Rice's Novels may also be had ia 
clotix limp at »r. 6^. See, too, the Piccadilly Novels, for Library Editions.'^ 

Maid, Wife, or Widow? By I By Oelia's ArboTir. By Walter 



Mrs. Alexander. 

Ready-Money Mortiboy. By 

Walter Besant and James Rice. 

The Golden Butterfly. By Au- 
thors of " Ready-Money Mortiboy." 

This Sonof Viiloan. By the same. 

My Little Girl. By the same. 

The Case of Mr. Lucraft. By 

Authors of "Ready-MoneyMortiboy." 

With Harp and Crown. By 

Authors o^'Ready-MoneyMortiboy." 

The Mr-iifiis of Thelema. By 



Brsant and James Rice. 

'Twas in Trafalgar's Bay. By 

Walter Besant and James Ricb. 

Juliet's Guardian. By Mrs. H. 

LovETT Cameron. 

Surly Tim. By F. H. Burnett. 
The Cure of Souls. By Mac- 

laren Cobban. 

The Woman in White. By 

WiLKiE Collins. 

Antonlna. By Wilkie Collins. 
Basil. By Wilkie Collins. 



Walter JJesant and James Rice. 1 Hide and Seek. By the same. 
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Popular Novels — contintud. 
The Queen of Hearts. By 

WiLKIB COLUNS. 

The Dead Secret. By the same. 
My Miscellanies. By the same. 
The Moonstone. By the same. 
Man and Wife. By the same. 
Poor Miss Finch. By the same. 
Miss or Mrs. P By the same. 
TheNewMagdalen. By the same. 
The Frozen Deep. By the same. 
The Law and the Lady. By 

WiLKiB Collins. 

The Two Destinies. By Wilkis 

Collins. 

The Haunted Hotel. By Wilkie 
Collins. 

Boxy. By Edward Eggleston. 
Felicia. M. Betham-Edwards. 
Filthy Lucre. By Albany de 

FONBLANQUB. 

Olympia. By R. E. Francillon. 

Dick Temple. By James 
Gkbbnwood. 

Under the Greenwood Tree. 

By Thomas Hardy. 

An Heiress of Red Dog. By 

Brbt Hartb. 

The Luck of Bearing Camp. 

By Bret Hartb. 

Gabriel Conroy. Bret Harte. 

Fated to be Free. By Jean 
Imgblow. 

Ck>nfidence. By Henry James, 

Jim. 

The Queen of Connaught. By 

Harriett Jay. 

The Dark Oolleen. By Har- 
riett Jay. 

Number Seventeen. By Henry 

KlNGSLBY. 

Oakshott Castle. By the same. 

Patricia Eemball. By E.Lynn 
Linton. 

TheAtonement of LeamDundas 
By £. Lynn Linton. 



The World WeU Lost. By E. 

Lynn Linton. 

The Waterdale Neighboun. 

By Justin McCarthy. 

My Enemy's Daughter. Do. 
Linley Rochford. By the same. 
A Fair Saxon. By the same. 
DearLadyDisdain. By the same. 
Miss Misanthrope. By Justin 

McCarthy. 

Lost Rose. By Katharine S. 

Macquoid. 

The £vil Eye. By Katharine 
S. Macquoid. 

Open! Sesame! By Florbncs 

Marryat. 
Whitelsuiies. Mrs. Ouphant. 
Held in Bondage. By Ouida. 
Strathmore. By Ouida. 
Ohandos. By Ouida. 
Under Two Flags. By Ouida. 
Idalia. By Ouida. 
Oecil Oastlemaine. By Ouida. 
Tricotrin. By Ouida. 
Fuck. By Ouida. 
FoUe Farine. By Ouida. 

Dog of Flanders. By Ouida. 

Pascarel. By Ouida. 

Two Little Wooden Shoes. By 

Ouida. 

Signa. By Ouida. 
In a Winter Oity. By Ouida. 
Ariadne. By Ouida. 
Fallen Fortunes. By J. Payn. 
Hsdves. By James Payn. 
What He Cost Her. By ditto. 
By Proxy. By James Payn. 
Less Black than We're Painted. 

By James Payn. 

The Best of Husbands. Do. 
Walter's Word. By J. Payn. 
The Mystery of Marie Boget 

By Edgar A. Fob. 
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Popular Novels — continued. 
Eer Mother's Darling. By Mrs. 

J. H, RiDDBLL. 

QaflUght and Daylight By 

Gborgb Augu stus Sala. 
Bound to the WheeL By John 

Saunders. 

Guy Waterman. J. Saunders. 
One Against the World. By 

John Saunders. 

The Lion in the Path. By John 

and Katherinb Saunders. 

Tales for the Marines. By 
Walter Thornbury. 



By 
By 
By 



The Way we Uve Now. 

Anthony Trollope. 

The American Senator. 
Anthony Trollops. 

Diamond Cut Diamond. 

T. A. Trollops. 

An Idle Excursion. By Makk 
Twain. 

Adventures of Tom Sawyer. 

By Mark Twain. 

A Pleasure Trip on the Oontl- 

nent of £urope. By Mark Twain. 



Fcap. 8vo, picture covers, is, each. 
Jeff Briggs's Love Story. By Bret Hartb. 
The Twins of Table Mountain. By Bret Hartk. 
Mrs. Gainsborough's Diamonds. By Julian Hawthorns. 
Kathleen Mavourneen. By the Author of *' That Lass o' Lowrie*s.^ 
Lindsay's Luck. By the Author of •* That Lass o* Lowrie's." 
Pretty Polly Pemberton. By Author of " That Lass o' Lowrie's." 
Trooping with Grows. By Mrs. Pirkis. 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, dr. 

Planche.— Songs and Poems, from 1819 to 1879. 

By J. R. Planche. Edited, with an Introduction, by his Daughter, 
Mrs. Mackarness. {In the press. 

Two Vols. 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, lOJ. (id. 

Plutarch's Lives of Illustrious Men, 

Translated from the Greek, with Notes, Critical and Historical, and a 
Life of Plutarch, by John and William Langhorne. New Edi- 
tion, with Medallion Portraits. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 71. (>d. 

Primitive Manners and Customs. 

By James A. Farrer. 

" A book which is really both instructive and amusing^ and which will <^€h a 
new field ofthovght to many readers.** — Athenaeum. 

** An admirable example of the application of the scientific nuthod and the 
working of the truly scientific spirit, — Saturday Review. 

Small 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, y. 6d, 

Prince of Argolis, The : 

A Story of the Old Greek Fairy Time. By J. Moyr Smith. With 
130 Illustrations by the Author. 
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Proctor's (R. A.) Works: 

Easy Star Lessons for Young Learners. With Star Maps for 

Every Night in the Year, Drawings of the Constellations, &c. By Richard 
A. Proctor. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ts. [/n preparation. 

Myths and Marvels of Astronomy. By Rich. A. Proctor, 

Author of ** Other Worlds than Ours," &c. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, dr. 

Pleasant Ways In Soienoe. By Richard A. Proctor. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6f . 

Bough Ways made Smooth : A Series of Familiar Essays on 
Scientific Subjects. By R. A. Proctor. Crown Svo, cloth extra, ts. 

Our Place among Infinities : A Series of Essays contrasting 
our Little Abode in Space and Time with the Infinities Around us. By 
Richard A. Proctor. Crown Svo, cloth extra, dr. 

The Expanse of Heaven : A Series of Essays on the Wonders 
of the Firmament. By Richard A Proctor. Crown Svo, cloth, 6f. 

Wages and Wants of Soienoe Workers. By Richard A. 

Proctor. Crown Svo, \s. 6d, 

"Mr, Proctor i of all writers of our time, best conforms to Matthew 
Arnold*s conception of a man of culture^ in that he strives to humanise 
knowledge and divest it of wltatever is harsh, crude, or technical^ and so 
makes it a source of happiness and brightness for all,** — Westmimstbk 
Rbvibw. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, yj. 6d, 

Porsnivant of Arms, The ; 

or. Heraldry founded upon Facts. A Popular Guide to the Science of 
Heraldry. By J. R. Planche, Somerset Herald. With Coloured 
Frontispiece, Plates, and 200 Illustrations. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, js, 6d. 

Rabelais' Works. 

Faithfully Translated fix)m the French, with variorum Notes, and 
numerous characteristic Illustrations by Gustave Dors. 

" His buffoonery was not merely Brutu^s rough skin, which contained a rod 
of gold : it was necessary as an amulet against the monks and legates ; and 
he must be classed with the greatest creative minds in the world-^with Shake* 
^eare, with Dante, and with Cervantes.**'-~S. T. Colbridgb. 

Crown Svo, cloth gilt, with numerous Illustrations, and a beautifully 
executed Chart of the various Spectra, yj. 6</. 

Bambosson's Astronomy. 

By J. Rambosson, Laureate of the Institute of France. Translated 
Pitman. Profusely Illustrated. 



By J. Ri 
byC. B. 



Square Svo, cloth extra, gilt, los, 6d. 

Bimmer's Our Old Country Towns. 

Described by Pen and Pencil. With over 50 Illustrations by Alfred 
RiMMER. [/» preparaiiom. 



s6 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Crown 8vo, doth extra* dr. 

Bichardson's (Dr.) A Ministry of Health, 

and other Papers. By Benjamin Ward Richardson, M.D., &c. 

" This highly interesting volume contains upwards of nine addresses^ written 
in the authors well-known style, and full of great and good theughis. . . . The 
work is, like all those of the author, that of a man of genius, of great power ^ of 
experience, and noble independence ofthougM*"-^Vo9VLAM Scibmcb Rsyibw. 

Handsomely printed, price 5f : 

Roll of Battle Abbey, The ; 

or, A List of the Principal Warriors who tame over from Normandy 
with William the Conqueror, and Settled in this Country, A.D. Z066-7. 
Printed on fine plate paper, nearly three feet by two, with the prin- 
cipal Arms emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 

Two Vols., large 4to, profusely Illustrated, half-morocco, £'2 zdr. 

Bowlandson, the Caricaturist. 

A Selection from his Works, with Anecdotal Descriptions of his Famous 
Caricatures, and a Sketch of his Life, Times, and Contemporaries. 
With nearly 400 Illustrations, mostly in Facsimile of the Originals. By 
Joseph Grego, Author of "James Gillray, the Caricaturist ; his Life, 
works, and Times. ' * 

" Mr, Grego* s excellent account of the works of Thomas Rowlandson • . 
illustrated with some 400 spirited, accurate, and clever transcripts from his 
desUl^ts. . . . The thanks of all who carejor what is original and personal in 
art are due to Mr. Grego for the pains he has been at, and the time he has ex- 
pended, in the preparation of this very pleasant, very careful, and adequeUe 
memorial.** —"^ KLL Mall Gazette. 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, profusely Illustrated, 4J. td, each. 



" Secret Out" Series, The. 



The Fyroteohnlst's Treasury; 

or, Coinplete Art of Making Fire> 
works. By Thomas Kentish. With 
numerous Illustrations. 

The Art of Amusing : 

A Collection of Graceful Arts, Games, 
Tricks, Puzzles, and Charades. By 
Frank Bellbw. 300 Illustrations. 

Eemky-Panky : 

Very Easy Tricks, Very DiflBcult 
Tricks, White Magic, Sleight of Hand. 
Edited by W. H. Cremer. 200 Illus- 
trations. 

The Merry Circle : 

A Book of New Intellectual Games 
and Amusements. By Clara Bellew. 
Many Illustrations. 



Magician's Own Book : 

Performances with Cups smd Balls, 
Eggs, Hats, Handkerchiefs, &c. All 
from Actual Experience. Edited by 
W. H. Cremer. 200 Illustrations. 

Magic No Mystery : 

Tricks with Cards, Dice, Balls, &c., 
with fully descriptive Directions ; the 
Art of Secret writing ; Training of 
Performing Animals, &c. Coloured 
Frontispiece and many Illustrations. 

The Secret Out : 

One Thousand Tricks with Cards^ and 
other Recreatiocs ; with Entertaining 
Experiments in Drawing-room ' ov' 
"White Magic." By W. H. Ckbmbk. 

300 Engravings. 
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Crown 8vo» cloth extra, 6j. 

Senior's Travel and Tront in the Antipodes. 

An Angler's Sketches in Tasmania and New Zealand. By William 
Senior ("Red Spinner"), Author of " Stream and Sea." 



c< 



' In tvety wa^ a hafPy production. . . . What Turner effecttd in coUttr on 
umpmSy Mr. Senior may be said to ej^ect by the forct of a practical mind, in Ian" 
gnaee that is magmficently descriptive, on his subject. There is in both Painter 
and writer the same magical combination of idealism and realism, and the same 
hearty appreciation for all that is sublime and pathetic in natural scenery. That 
there is an undue share of travel to the number of trout caught is certainly not 
Mr. Senior's fault; but the comparative scarcity of the prince of fishes is 
adequately atoned for, in that the writer was led pretty well through all the 
glorious scenery of the antipodes in quest of him. . . . Sogreett is the charm cmd 
the freshstess and the ability of the book^ that it is hard to put it down when once 
taken n^.'*— Homb Nbws. 



Shakespeare : 



Shakespeare, The First Folio. Mr. William Shaksspkark's 

Comedies, Histories, and Tragedies. Published according to the tme 
Originall Copies. London, Printed by Isaac I aggaro and £d. Blount, 
x6a3. — ^A Reproduction of the extremely rare originsd, in reduced facsimilo 
by a photcmaphic process — ensuring the strictest accuracy in every detaiL 
Small 8vo, halt-Roxbuighe, xor. 6d. 

" To Messrs. Chattoand fVindus belongs the merit of having done more 
to facilitate the critical study of the text of our great dra9natist than all the 
Snakespeare clubs and societies put together. A complete facsimile of the 
celebrate First Folio edition of 1623 for half-a-ptinea is at once a miracle of 
cheapness and enterprise. Being in a reducea form, the type is necessetrih 
rather dtminutrve., out it is as distinct as in a genuine c^y of the origineu, 
tmd will be found to be as useful and far more handy to the student them tks 
latter,"— AmoMMau, 

Shakespeare, The Lansdowne. Beautifully printed in red 

and black, in small but very clear type. With engraved facsimile of 
Drobshout's Portrait. Post 8vo, doth extra, js. 6d. 

Shakespeare for Ohildren: Tales firom Shakespeare. By 

Charles and Mary Lamb. With numerous Illustrations, coloured and 
plain, by J. Moyr Smith. Crown 4to, cloth gilt, 10s, 6d, 

Shakespeare Musio, The Handbook ofl Being an Account of 

Three Hundred and Fifty Pieces of Music, set to Words taken from the 
Plays and Poems cf Shakespeare, the compositions ranging from the Elixa* 
bethanAge tothe PretkcatTiise. ByALFRSD RoFVB. 4tOkhalfRozbiiighe^ 
7* 

Shakespeare, A Study of. By Algernon Charles Swin- 

BURNS. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Us, 



Crown 8vo, doth extra, gilt, with 10 full-page Tinted Illustrations, yj. 6d, 

Sheridan's Complete Works, 

with Life and Anecdotes. Including his Dramatic Writings, printed 
from the Original Editions, his Works in Prose and Poetry, Transla- 
tions, Speeches, Jokes, Puns, &c. ; with a Collection of Sheridaniana. 
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Crown 8vo, doth extra, with Illustratioiis, 71. 6d, 

Signboards : 

Their History. With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns and Remarkable 
Characters. By Jacob Larwood and John Camden Hotten. 
With nearly zoo Illustrations. 

" Even if we were ever so maliciousfy incimed, we could not pick out all Messrs* 
Zttsrwoodand Hotten* s plunts, because the good things are so numerous as to defy 
the most wholesale depredation,** — ^Timbs. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, dr. 6d, 

Slang Dictionary, The : 

Etymological, Historical, and AnecdotaL An Entirely New 
Edition, revised throughout, and considerably Enlarged. 

" We are flad to see the Slemg Dictionary reprinted and enlarged. From a high 
sdenHfic point of view this book is not to be despised. Qf course it cannot fed* to 
be eunusing eUso, It contains the very vocabulary of unrestrained humom^, and 
oddity t etmlgrotesqueness. In a word, it provides valuable material both /ir thg 
student of language and the student of human nature** — Acadbiiy. 

Exquisitely printed in miniature, cloth extra, gilt edges, aj. 6^. 

Smoker's Text-Book, The. 

By J. Hamer, F.R.S.L. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5J. 

Spalding's Elizabethaji Demonology : 

An Essay in Illustration of the Belief in the Existence of Devils, and 
the Powers possessed by them, with Special Reference to Shakspere 
and his Works. By T. Alfred Spalding, LL.B. 

" A very thoughtful and weighty bookf which canttot hut be welcome to every 
earnest student.'* — Academy. 

Crown 4to, uniform with "Chaucer for Children," with Coloured 
Illustrations, cloth gilt, loj. 6d, 



Spenser for Children. 



By M. H. TowRY. With Illustrations in Colours by Walter J. 
Morgan. 

** Spenser has simply been transferred into plain Prose, with here and there a 
Une or stanza quoted, where the meaning ana the diction are within a child *s 
comprehension^ ana additumal point is thus given to the narrative without the 
cost of obscurity. . . . Altogether the work has been well and carefully done^ 
^^YLB, Times. 

Demy 8vo, cloth extra. Illustrated, 21J. 

Sword, The Book of the : 

Being a History of the Sword, and its Use, in all Times and in all 
Countries. By Captain Richard Burton. With numerous Illustra- 
tions. [/« preparation* 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 91. 

Stedman's Victorian Poets: 

Critical Essays. By Edmund Clarence Stedman. 

" Wt 0ugkt tp be thankful to thett who do critical worh with competent skill 
understan ding, Mr. Stedman deserves tie Ihanks of English scholars i 
. . he is faithful^ studious, and discerning. " — Saturday Rbvisw. 



Crown 8vo, doth extra, with lUustxations, 71. 6d, 

Strait's Sports and Pastimes of the People 

of England ; including the Rural and Domestic Recreations, May 
Games, Mummeries, Shows, Processions, Pageants, and Pompous 
Spectacles, from the Earliest Period to the Present Time. With 140 
niostrations. Edited by William Hone. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, with Illustrations, 7J. 6d, 

Swift's Choice Works, 

In Prose and Verse. With Memoir, Portrait, and Facsimiles of the 
Maps in the Original Edition of "Gulliver's Travels." 

Swinbnme's Works : 

The Queen Mother and Rosa- 

iiKni£ Fcap. 8to, $*• 

Atalanta in Calydon. 

A New EdJuooL Crown 8vo, 6s, 

GhBStelard. 

A Tragedy. Crown 8to, js. 

Poa ma and Ballads. 

FoesT SnuBS. Fcap. 8to, 9;. Also 
m down 8vo, at same price. 

Foema and Ballads. 

SBCOin> Sbsibs. Fcap. 8vo, 9; . Also 
in crown 8vo, at same price. 

Notes on "Poems and Bal- 

fads ." 8to, I*. 

'VnHiam Blake: 

A Critical Essay. With Fa 
F a inrings . Demy 8vo, i6r. 

Songa befdre Sunrise. 



Bothwell : 

A Tragedy. Crown Svo, zac 6di 

George Chapman: 

An Essay. Crown 8vo, 7s. 

Songa of Two Nations. 

Crown 8vo, 6s; 

Bssays and Stndles. 

Crown 8vo, zar. 

Erechthens: 

A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, fir. 

Note Of an English Bepnblioan 

on the Muscovite Crusade. Sro, is. 

A Note on Chajrlotte "Rvogt^ 

Crown 8vo, 6s, 

A Study of Shakespeare. 

Crown 8vo, Ss, 

Songs Of the Spring-ndes. Cr. 

8vo, doch extra, 6c. 



Crown 8vo^ zor. 6d. 

NEW VOLUME OF POEMS BY MR. SWINBURSE. 
Crown £to, cloth extra, 7*. 

Studies in Song. By Alger.no.n Charles Swinburne. 

Contents :— Sonjf for the Centenarr of Walter Savage Landos-— Off Shote — 
After Nine Years— For a Portrait of Felice Orsini — Evening on the Broads — The 
E mi yrot^s Prozress — ^Tbe Resurrection of Alalia— The Fourteenth of July — ^A 
Piarttng Song — By the North Sea- — &c [/« the press, 

Medxnm 8vo, doth extra, with mnstratioiii; 71. (td. 

Syntax's (Dr.) Three Tonrs, 

10 Search of the Pictoresqne, in Search of Consolation, and m Search 
of a Wile. With the whole of Rowlandson's dioQ page IDoatza' 
tkms, in Coloon, and Life of the Author by J. C. HorrBN. 
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Faar Vols, small 8vo, dotii boards, joc 

Taine's History of ETigliah Iiiteratiire. 

Translated bj HraiST Van Lavn . 
%* Also a POPULAK EomoH, in Two Vols, crown 8va dodi cxtn, 15s. 



Crown 8vo. doth gilt, profuse^ IHimiHiPd, 6r. 

Tales of Old Thnle. 

Conpcieril and Tlliis i ranwl by J. Mors Smith. 

•ec ^mm nm^mfitm mf aJ tm -j img ^ imtermst mmd pmritf mf igm 
i^fimm «f emrtarmrmg^ m. ctUectimm »f ' Tmiet mfOU TkaJe." That cmme, tm 
the iemtt, mem^fuIfiOing ike idem vf perfect merit ef tke Hmd ; mmdtheiUm»- 
with vphick the vehttme is tw^VciUthtd mre eqtmffy exteUemt. . . . We 
' the ioek U parents amd temchers ets mm mdMurmhU gift t» 
emd pt^Hs.'—ljrmMAxr Woklo. 



One VoL crown Svo. dotfa extra. 7s. 6d. 

Taylor's (Tom) Historical Dramas: 

" Clancaitv,- "Jeanne Dare." "Twizt Axe and Crown. ""The FooTs 
Rcfenge,"'" Axkviigfat's Wife." " Anne Bokyn," " Plot and 
%* Tbm Flaiys aaj alao to baA ■Bjiintajy, at la. aaok. 



CzovnSro^ dodiezua, widi Coloured Fkootispieoe and nnmeraas 

nhcttatioDS, 71. 6d» 

Thackerayana : 

Notes and Anecdotes. IDnstiated \m a pnufigi o n of ?g^^i i>r^ fa^p 
WnxJAJf Makep&ace Thackejlat, depiodng Hmnoroas i»»fi«i*— <» 
in bis Scbool-life. and Favoorite Characters in tbe books of bis evoy- 
daj reading. With Hnndieds of Wood £D£;raTxqgs^ facsimiled ftom 
Mr. Tbadcezaj s Original Drawings. 

**// wemU heaie teem m rem! ima te HhSegre^Ucml Stermtmre hmd 0^91 ijht 
^Mcmitiet deprived tie gemerml pt^4ic ^ this very ■■■iibj. ceCectiem. Ome mf 
TThmderm^t hmiits, finemi Us tcheeibey dmjs, wms t» w w n a f ike — itiki mmd 
Ummh p^es ef the beeks he hmd i* use with cmeicmimrt iOmstrmtimmt ^ their 
cwmtemtt. TVs gmme sfedml vmime te the smJe ef his Sbrway^ mmd is mbmest emmee 
fee regret thmt it cmmld met hMoe heem preserved im its imt^fi tp . Tkmciti m§'s 
Umre cr imimtuf emmmgh te hecme wamde this mm imtereat te 
The mmemrmiems editmr hms deme the hest thmt he erndd U 
' fee d^ imch ef this. It is mm mdmarmhie m/i^rmdwmt, met mmfy im his 

mmy miemuir ef hum thmt hms imem^ er ihmt is aU^ im ie:, 
QaAwmtMLY ~ 



Crown 8vo, doth <nnai, wxdi nmneroos Illiistralioos, ys. 6dm 

Thombmy's (Walter) Haunted Ijondon. 

A New Edition, edited bjr E^waxd Waufokd, M«A., with 
mnsoatians hj F. W. Faisholt. F.S.A. 

** Mr. Thermimwy imew mmd les>ed his Lemdem. . . . Hehmdeeme 
terjt, emd every hj-lame amd every cemrt hmd msserimfinmt fer hsam. His 
mmd his m et e i tm is mere stered mith mmecdete, acd, ms he hmd sisi^mJmw shilt im the 
msmtter efmeprrmtiem.it mmU be remdifyhelievedtkmZmhem he teektewt 
imek mhemt the pimus ke heem mmd cmrtd /er, the seid beei mmmid he 
~ rtgJaame be/ere MS errimimiy is. It mamy be begmm \ 
.*^ ^md, it is mU erne: vnierewer erne UghU, there is 

Faxk. 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, with Illustrations, 7J. 6</. 

Thomson's Seasons and Castle of Indolence. 

With a Biographical and Critical Introduction by Allan Cunning- 
ham, and over 50 fine Illustrations on Steel and Wood. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, with Illustrations, 7J. 6^ 

Timbs' Clubs and Clnb Life in London. 

V^th Anecdotes of its fiamous Coffee-houses, Hostelries, and Taverns. 
By John Timbs, F.S.A. With numerous Illustrations. 

Crown Svo, doth extra, with Illustrations, js, 6d, 

Tixnbs' English Eccentrics and Eccentrici- 
ties: Stories of Wealth and Fashion, Ddusions, Impostures, and 
Fanatic Missions, Strange Sights and Sporting Scenes, Eccentric 
Artists, Theatrical Folks, Men of Letters, &c. By John Timbs, 
F.S.A. With nearly 50 Illustrations. 

Demy 8vo, doth extra, 14s, 

Torrens' The Marquess Wellesley, 

Architect of Empire. An Historic Portrait. Farming Vol, /. 0/ Pro- 
CoNSUL and Tribune: Wblleslbt and O'Connell: Historic 
Portraits. By W. M. Torrens, M.P. In Two Vols. 

Crown Svo, doth extra, with Coloured Illustrations, js. 6d. 

Turner's (J. M. W.) Life and Correspondence: 

Founded upon Letters and Papers furnished by his Friends and fellow- 
Academicians. By Walter Thornbury. A New Edition, con- 
siderably Enlarged. With numerous Illustrations in Colours, facsiiniled 
from Turner's original Drawings. 

Two Vols., crown Svo, doth extra, with Map and Ground^Plans, Z4J. 

Walcott's Church Work and Life in English 

Minsters ; and the English Student's Monasticon. By the Rev. 
Mackenzie E. C. Walcott, B.D. 

Large crown Svo, doth antique, with Illustrations, js, 6d. 

Walton and Cotton's Complete Angler; 

or. The Contemplative Man's Recreation : bdng a Discourse of Rivers. 
Fishponds, Fish and Fishing, written \sy Izaak Walton ; and In- 
structions how to Angle for a Trout or Grayling in a dear Stream, by 
Charles Cotton. With Original Memoirs and Notes by Sir Harris 
Nicolas, and 61 Copperplate Illustrations. 

Carefully printed on paper to imitate the Original, aa in. by 14 in., sj. 

Warrant to Execute Charles I. 

An exact Facsimile of this important Document, with the Fifty-nine 
Signatures of the Regicides, and corresponding Seals. 



3a BOOKS PUBLISHED BY CHATTO &> WINDUS. 
The Twenty-first Annual Edition, for 1881, cloth, full gilt, 50J. 

Walford's County Families of the United 

Kingdom. A Royal Manual of the Titled and Untitled Aristocracy of 
Great Britain and Ireland. By Edward Walford, M. A., late Scholar 
of Balliol College, Oxford. Containing Notices of the Descent, Birth, 
Marriage, Education, &c., of more than 13.000 distinguished Heads of 
Families in the United Kingdom, their Heirs Apparent or Presump- 
tive, together with a Record of the P&tronage at their disposal, the 
Offices which they hold or have held, their Town Addresses. Country 
Residences, Clubs, &c. \In preparation. 

Beautifully printed on paper to imitate the Original MS., price ai. 

Warrant to Execute Mary Qneen of Scots. 

An exact Facsimile, including the Signature of Queen Elizabeth, and a 
Facsimile of the Great Seal. 

Crown 8vo, cloth limp, with numerous Illustrations, 4J. 6^. 

Westropp's Handbook of Pottery and Porce- 
lain ; or. History of those Arts from the Earliest Period. By Hoddek 
M. Wbstropp, Author of '* Handbook of Archaeology," &c. With 
numerous beautiful Illustrations, and a List of Marks. 

SsysNTH Edition. Square 8vo, u. 

Whistler v. Rnskin : Art and Art Critics. 

By J. A. Macneill Whistler. 

Crown 8vo, cloth limp, with Illustrations, 2J. dd. 

Williams' A Simple Treatise on Heat. 

By W. Mattieu Williams, F.R.A.S., F.C.S., Author of " The Fuel 
of the Sun," &c. 

A HANDSOME GIFT-BOOK.- Small 8vo, cloth extra, 6j. 

Wooing (The) of the Water- Witch \' 

A Northern Oddity. By Evan Daldorne. With One Hundred and 
Twenty-five fine Illustrations by J. Moyr Smith. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations. ^5, 6d. 

Wright's Caricature History of the Georges. 

rrhe House of Hanover.) With 400 Pictures, Caricatures, Squibs, 
Broadsides, Window Pictures, &c. ^Thomas Wright, M.A., F.S.A. 

Large post 8vo, doth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 7s, 6d, 

Wright's History of Caricature and of the 

Grotesque in Art, Literature, Sculpture, and Painting, from the 
Earliest Times to the Present Day. Bv Thomas Wright, M.A., 
F.S.A. Profusely Illustrated by F. W. FAIRHOLT. F.S.A. 

J. OGDBN AND CO., PRINTKSS, XJ*, 8T. JOHN STRBBT, B.C. 



